Chapter 1 - Sir George 


After completing the courses for my Master’s degree in mathematics, | toyed with the 
idea of pursuing a doctorate in that discipline. | enrolled in a program at McGill University 
but quickly found that it was going to be too difficult for me. For one thing, my funds were 
somewhat limited and | found myself getting more and more in debt. My wife and son still 
had to be fed. Luckily, | had some financial assistance from McGill itself as they had given 
me a job correcting papers. This chore did not make me very popular with some of the 
undergraduates. | recall one instance when | arrived a bit late with the corrected papers and 
had to enter the classroom to give them to the professor. As soon as | was spotted | 
received all sorts of catcalls and droll remarks concerning my marking practices. The 
professor found this quite amusing. 

The graduate material was very hard and required a lot of study. Commuting also 
was difficult and it soon became apparent to me that this idea was not going to fly. 

Meanwhile, | had been crying the poor mouth to my old math professor at Sir George 
so he tried to help me financially by offering me a position as a part-time instructor at night. 
The courses | would teach would be Intermediate Algebra and Analytic Geometry. The 
salary would be $8 per teaching hour. | had never really done any formal teaching prior to 
this and since | needed the money desperately, | agreed to try this. 

Needless to say, this endeavour occupied more of my time and detracted more time 
from my studious efforts of trying to keep apace of the McGill courses. As a result, | threw 
in the towel at the end of the first semester, but kept both pecuniary positions to 
supplement what little income | had left. The classes were given from 6-8 p.m. and from 8- 
10 p.m. 

| guess one remembers their first experience at anything unfamiliar to them. | was 
eager to try my hand at teaching-especially at the university level. So, the first night, | ate at 
the “Y” cafeteria so as not to be late for the 6 p.m. class. | walked into the classroom for the 
first time and as soon as | looked at the students there, | almost had cardiac arrest; all of 
the students were older than I. Some had grey or white hair. | found out later that | had an 
ex-wing commander and a school principal as students. This sight really shook me up but 
then | figured that if they knew anything about the subject matter, they would be where | 
was. Still, | found it a bit intimidating. Coupled with that was my natural shyness. | was 
never into public speaking or debating so this was going to be another hurdle for me. 

Fortunately, | had prepared a course outline at home, which | passed out to the 
students. | also delivered my now, standard announcement regarding IQs and homework. I 
didn’t want to look like an asshole but | made plenty of mistakes. | tried to correct these by 
watching some of the other instructors at work, picking up clues on how to present this, 
what to do in that case and so on. My old math teacher was a great help as well. | was really 
sweating it out. 

The other group that | had were a younger bunch and | found them a lot easier to 
teach. They laughed at all my jokes and were eager to please and | was lucky. Most of them 
were very bright. Indeed, one of the girls later turned out to be a math teacher herself. 

The first year passed but | learned a few things along the way. One of our chores was 
to take attendance and try to match the bodies with the list provided by the administration. 
When | first started | would ask that the students write their names and phone numbers on 
a sheet of paper. | explained that if there were any class cancellations or other needs to 


Page 1 of 108 


contact them, | would be able to do this. | received a variety of paper sizes-some standard 
8% x 11, others so tiny that you could hardly read them. Coupled with this, some were 
written illegibly, others would write names like “Richard George,” or something similar. 
What the hell was the last name? Then I had one student that gave me a telephone number, 
which | called because of a class cancellation (due to a snowstorm) and it turned out to be 
a Chinese laundry! Furthermore, when | checked the name with administration, they had no 
such person listed. 

Hence, when the second year rolled around, | demanded that the students all hand in 
an 8% x 11 paper with their name and telephone number and further, make sure that they 
underlined their last name. This way there was no confusion. | still had trouble with some 
students (usually female) who did not want to divulge their phone numbers. | said, “That’s 
fine with me, but don’t blame me if you come to class some night for nothing.” This remark 
usually elicited the desired number but | remember a couple of the girls writing a little note 
to wit: “Please don’t give this number to anybody, it is unlisted.” 

| followed their instructions even when the administration wanted the number. | told 
them if they wanted the number they could get it from the student and that seemed to solve 
the problem. 

When | marked the homework, | always gave a point for the person’s name (if they 
handed in a paper either empty or with no correct answers). One week | noticed a 
discrepancy between the spelling of a name on a homework paper and the requested 
attendance paper that the fellow had handed in. The man had misspelled his own name! So, 
| gave him a zero. When | handed back the papers, one of the students noticed the zero on 
this paper and blurted out to the other students “Hey, you guys, look! This guy can’t spell 
his own name.” The class started to jeer the poor man, much to his embarrassment. Who 
was this fellow? You guessed it; it was the fellow that gave me the phone number of the 
Chinese laundry. | used to tell this story in subsequent classes that | taught and it always 
got a laugh. 

| guess the greatest fear of any math teacher is not to be able to solve any problem 
put before him. How would | handle this one? | remember how much joy | felt when | could 
hang up some poor teacher, confounding him or her with a problem they could not solve. 
Now, it was | that was challenged with such a scenario. | decided to accept the challenge by 
announcing to any subsequent math class that | taught, that | would solve or find the 
answer to any problem they might pose. If | could not solve it right away, | would come in 
with the solution at a later date. | felt fairly confident that | could succeed in this endeavour. 

| decided to do this because of my own experience with my teachers. There were 
many times that | ended up in frustration because | could never find an answer to some 
specific problem. | wanted my students to feel that any questions about any of the course 
material would be answered, either at once or somewhere down the line. 

Unfortunately for me, some students in my first classes found some mind-bending 
problems. | was a bit embarrassed the first time it happened, but after | found the solution 
later at home, either by solving it myself or looking up the solution in some text, | gained 
confidence. It was a delight to see the disappointed expressions on the students’ faces as | 
cracked the poser that they had given me. 

| managed to keep my promise in this regard for the rest of my tenure as a math 
teacher. There was one time that it took me months to crack a problem posed by one of my 
better math students. He would pester me every now and then and ask if | had solved it yet. 
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| kept stalling him, alleging that | was still working on it and promised him the solution by 
the year’s end. | finally solved it and awaited his badgering me again about the problem. 
The next time he asked, | said nonchalantly, “Oh yes, | meant to tell you. | finally managed 
to solve it.” 

The poor student was crestfallen. | then proceeded to dazzle him with my footwork at 
the board, laying out the solution like | knew it all along. The other students were suitably 
impressed. 

Another “out” was to ask if any other student had a solution. Sometimes I’d get lucky 
and a student would jump up, volunteer the information and take me off the hook. | would 
always praise the individual but never try to indicate that | didn’t know how to solve it 
myself. My goal was to make sure that each and every problem got solved in any math 
course that | taught. 

| was not above asking other teachers for a solution, especially in the higher math 
courses. Fortunately when | taught at Champlain, there was a brilliant Indian physicist that 
would always come up with some method of cracking a problem. We spent many hours 
together working on different problems. 

The second year | was given a first year college math course. This was a pandemic 
course for the Science students and there were many sections. At the end of the year it was 
decided by the math department head that the exams would be corrected by rotation. That 
is, instead of each of us marking our own papers in whatever course we taught, we would 
each mark one question and then pass the exams on to the next fellow. This way, explained 
the department head, it would be fairer to the students. | didn’t quite see how but that’s the 
way he wanted it. The department head gathered in all the exams and handed them to the 
first teacher. By the time I got the pile, it was about a month after the courses had ended. 
And there were still some outstanding questions to be corrected. By this time | had already 
started teaching the second semester math courses, which again included the first year 
college math course. | almost forgot about the exams when one day | received a phone call 
from the department head. He was calling a session for all the math teachers of the first 
year math course and we were to all meet and finish the marking together. 

“When would you want to do this?” asked I. 

“Well, probably next Sunday,” came the reply from the department head. 

“You're putting me on, right?” 

“No, no, we all agreed that this was the best time.” 

“How about one night after we get through with our courses?” 

“Well, so-and-so can’t make it then and bla, bla, bla...” 

“OK, what time?” 

“Well, everybody has agreed to somewhere around 9 O’clock in the morning.” 

| broke up laughing and said, “I don’t get up until 11.” 

“I know, but we have to do it sometime and everybody has agreed to come in at 9.” 

“OK, see you then.” | was furious. For one thing, | was actually only a docent at best, 
getting a meagre $8 per hour and | was really beginning to wonder if all of this was worth 
the $8. 

Sunday came and my wife dutifully drove me down to the college. | ascended the 
stairs to the department head’s office and he wasn’t there yet! This was beginning to get on 
my nerves. He finally arrived about 9:30. All the exams were in his office scattered about. | 
noticed that one of the questions had still not been marked. When | inquired about this, | 
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was told that the individual did not have a chance to mark his question but he would 
perform that operation today. 

Then one of the other math teachers arrived. He was bleary-eyed and smoking a pipe. 
Two more came in after another ten minutes of waiting. Then the fifth man appeared. | 
awaited the department head handing me some papers. Instead, one of the teachers spoke 
up and said, “It’s pretty early. How about us all going and having some coffee first?” 

“How about us starting to finish marking those exams?” | countered. 

“Don’t worry,” came the retort, “we have all day to do that.” 

“You have all day-! don’t,” | replied. 

They all laughed and left! | couldn’t believe this. | could have had another hour of 
sleep at least. They spent 45 minutes feeding their faces or whatever they were doing 
before returning to the office. Then we were each given a pile to finish the one uncorrected 
question that was not done. This pissed me off no end. 

When we had finished that task, the teachers then decided to go to lunch! At this 
point I told the department head that | was out of there and to call me when they came back. 

“Don’t go. They’ll be back directly. They just want to get a sandwich or something.” 

“They just ate, for Christ sake. They were gone practically an hour already.” 

The department head chuckled and told me to be patient. We hung about for another 
hour or so and then the other teachers started to straggle in. It was about 1 p.m. before we 
really got going. The final question was finished and then we were each given a pile to add 
all the marks together for a final exam mark. | finished my pile fairly quickly since | was a 
fast adder. | grabbed another pile and did them. One of the other teachers was still on his 
first pile. “What kind of a dodo was this asshole, anyway,” thought I. |ended up doing most 
of the additions. 

When we all had finally finished marking the exams, the department head tabulated 
all of the marks on a paper and proceeded to record the marks in classes of ten or more to 
simulate a normal curve. It turned out that the mean of the marks was 36. The highest mark 
was an 82 (one of my students, thank God). The next highest mark, as | recall, was 72. So it 
was decided that the range around 36 would be a “C” grade and anything about 82 was an 
“A” grade and so on. | couldn’t believe what | was seeing and hearing. | made some 
protestation that was completely ignored, of course. All of the classes had failures and the 
number of failures looked well on paper. By the time we finished all this malarkey; it was 
4:30. |came home expostulating wildly and swearing that | would never go through another 
day like that again. 

Well, you guessed it! The department pulled the same stunt again. They passed 
around the exams. This time, however, | made certain | got them first. | corrected my 
question and when! handed them back to the department head, | told him to find somebody 
else for his Sunday exercise this time. He told me that it was part of the job and if I didn’t 
want to do this anymore, | would have to seek employment elsewhere. | said, “Fine, that’s 
exactly what I’Il do and you can find somebody else to take my Sunday place.” 

I truly believe that he did not expect this and | needed the job. | don’t mind grading 
on curves, either, once in a while but frankly, | didn’t want to be associated with people that 
had that low a standard. 

This experience and other observations while being at SGWU had dampened my 
enthusiasm for the institution. | noticed that the old, friendly ambience was missing. For 
one thing, a lot of the administrative positions had been filled by individuals that | never 
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would have thought were competent enough to fulfill their expected functions. | noticed a 
lot of new faces (mostly unfriendly) that were replacing the old ones. The usual relaxed 
atmosphere had now become very tense and more formal. | remember going into one 
man’s office to say hello, only to find that his main office had been usurped by some suit 
and he was relegated to a small corner of the room to carry on with what little they gave 
him to do. 

| was even a bit surprised that my old math teacher had become the department 
head. Somehow | never envisioned him as a department head. | found the general ambience 
of the place quite different from the one when | was a student. When | left and went back 
into engineering, | didn’t pay much attention to what was taking place at SGWU, and | was 
not surprised at the final blow-out that occurred a couple of years later. It had to happen. 
And yet, even that lesson wasn’t enough because later, some maniac with a gun went 
postal expressing his dissatisfaction with the institution. 

All in all, though, it was a great learning experience for me. | enjoyed the teaching 
immensely and felt that this was my calling. The only trouble was the pecuniary aspect. It 
was dismal. | hoped that some day | would be able to teach full time and be paid an 
adequate enough salary to sustain my family and life-style. 
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Chapter 2 - Herzliah 


| had just finished taking courses for my Master’s degree in Mathematics. | thought 
about going back into engineering but my experiences with various firms had dampened 
my enthusiasm for this pursuit. | had already some experience as a math instructor 
teaching some night courses at Sir George Williams University and although the task was 
quite challenging, | found that for the most part, | enjoyed the experience. The drawback, of 
course, was dealing with administrative types, but fortunately at the university level, these 
contacts were fortunately rare. 

Teaching night courses was a bit difficult physically due to both the proximity of the 
university as well as the times of the courses. The usual hours were from 6 p.m. to 10 p.m. 
The usual sessions were from 6-8 and 8-10. The pay was minimal so | found myself looking 
for another position somewhere. 

As luck would have it, the United Talmud Torahs were advertising for a math and 
chemistry teacher. | wasn’t certain about my chances at a Jewish high school, since | did 
not practice that faith (or any other for that matter). Indeed, when | had first graduated with 
my bachelor’s certificates, | applied for a teaching position with the Protestant School 
Board. At that time, one needed a pastor’s signature on your application form. | hadn’t been 
in touch with any pastors at any time in my life so of course, | was not hired and received 
some Snide looks and a few sermons by the hirers, which | could have done without. | later 
found out that my philosophy teacher at Sir George was also a minister and would have 
been pleased to sign my certificate had he known about the situation. 

In any event, | went to the Torah’s head office for an interview. There | met a very 
excitable individual who was in charge of engaging the teachers. | think he found it 
somewhat odd that some Gentile would apply for a job at a Jewish school. After some 
palaver and expostulation, the fellow referred me to the Rabbi at the school, which was 
located on St. Kevin Avenue in the Snowdon area of Montreal. 

| repaired over to that location and was greeted by a man with a skullcap on his head. 
The other teachers and some students wandering about were all eying me with suspicion. 
The Rabbi was very friendly and talked with a typical Jewish accent. He wanted me to 
audition in a grade 9 class. This was my first experience with auditions. At SGWU they just 
hired me and gave me my schedule and that was it. 

| asked the Rabbi when he would like me to perform and he said, “Right now, if that’s 
OK.” 

“Sure,” said | as my heart was pounding. What the hell was | going to talk about 
anyway? What plum could | pull out of my mathematical hat that would be different and 
bowl them over? I had to think fast. Fortunately | had just finished perusing some old math 
treatises in the Dover series and had read about Pascal’s triangle. 

“Yes,” thought I, “I will dazzle them with my footwork and relate it to elementary 
algebra using it in the binomial expansion.” This came to me in a flash. By chance I had 
already presented this in one of the night courses so | was fairly certain that this idea 
would suit the occasion perfectly. 

| walked into the classroom and was surprised to find that the students actually 
seemed interested in what | was about to expound. | went through the exercise and when | 
finished the students were all agog and chattering away with one another about what had 
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just transpired. | threw the chalk back into the tray and rejoined the Rabbi. After a bit of 
palaver he articulated the usual bullshit about letting me know and so on and | went home 
figuring that | had not passed the test. 

Wrong again; | received a phone call the next day to go back to the main office, again 
see the excitable individual, who would sign my contract. The trouble was the salary. It was 
minimal to say the least. However, after checking with the PSBGM (the Protestant School 
Board of Greater Montreal), | found that the Jews were paying $300 more per year. My total 
salary was, as | recall, $3300/annum. The annum being 1961-1962. 

This stipend along with my night courses ($8/teaching hour) was just about adequate 
to feed my family. There was another perquisite and that was the Jewish holidays. I really 
did not have a full week of teaching until November, as | remember. 

All of the full time staff were Jewish. There was another fellow named Dr. R-, who 
taught concomitantly with another teaching position. | will have more to say about Dr. R- 
later in this effort. 

The staff room was tiny but it did have a telephone and a table for correcting papers 
if need be. The classrooms were small and the janitor did not clean the boards as often as 
he should have so there was the usual amount of chalk dust, which inevitably covered your 
clothes. Since in those days, we were all required to wear suits, it became very annoying to 
have to continuously have my suits de-chalked. I solved this dilemma by wearing my white 
chemistry lab coat on top of my suit. The Rabbi took a dim view of this at first, but after my 
explanation, he was satisfied and so | wore this throughout the year. 

| had a full schedule. | taught grades 9, 10 and 11 algebra, trig and intermediate 
algebra. | also had chemistry classes as well. The chemistry lab was pathetic. | think they 
had just built it for show. None of the students had ever had any “hands-on” experience in 
a chemistry lab. They did all of their experiments vicariously, even writing them up as lab 
experiments since the Province required that. 

| intended to amend this process and asked the students if they would like to perform 
some actual experiments like making oxygen, hydrogen, nitric acid and so on. They were 
all eager to do so, even after | told them that | expected any experiment they performed 
would have to be written up. 

| must digress here to expound on the Jewish students in general. Did | find them 
any different than the usual motley crew in public high schools? Yes, | did. | found that 
most of the Jewish students were really keen to learn-more so than | found in public 
schools. To this end, they were fastidious about eliciting every tidbit of information that 
you could offer. There was no bullshitting them if you didn’t know the answer to some 
question. You had better know and be able to elucidate it. Fortunately, | had been brought 
up in chemistry. It was my hobby and I had a chemistry lab of my own from the age of 10 in 
my attic at home. As a matter of fact, | used to go down to the Chemical Rubber Co. in 
Cleveland and order my own chemicals and equipment-this included such materials as 
hydrofluoric acid, red and yellow phosphors, potassium cyanide, you name it. In those 
days, there was no fear of individuals using these things for making drugs, bombs or killing 
people. 

Were the students different than public high school students in other ways? My 
observation was an emphatic “no.” They acted emotionally just like all kids of their age and 
pulled off the same capers. Were they smarter? | can’t answer that one except to say that 
they were certainly more dedicated to learning. The Rabbi sat me down one day to lecture 
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me about why this was. He gave me the usual spiel about Jewish prejudice and the fact that 
Jews had to be better than anybody else to succeed in society. The way to succeed lay in 
the intellectual and professional arena and the goal of most any student was to get into 
some university. 

All students like to play pranks on their teachers. Herzliah students were no 
exception. | recall coming into one of the classrooms one day after a class test had been 
given and the results handed back to the students. 

On my desk was a large piece of paper with oversized writing on it. Lying across the 
paper was a very nice bread knife-one of those that was semi-serrated nestling in a regular 
sharp edge. | don’t recall the exact contents of the note but it said something about my 
committing hara-kiri and the students had thoughtfully provided the knife for such an 
occasion. | used to keep all these mementos in a big filing cabinet, which | hoped to include 
with these memoirs, but alas, they all became lost in moving. 

In any case, | read the note pretending to peruse it with the utmost interest. There 
was silence while | was about this and when | finished, | exclaimed, “This sounds like an 
excellent idea but | don’t want to do that here. | shall wait until | go home so | will take the 
knife with me.” 

The students responded with laughter, catcalls and various quips, which | do not 
remember. However, | really was taken with that knife and as it so happened, I could use a 
really good bread knife so | decided to finesse it somehow and this was the way. We finally 
settled down and the instruction continued until the end of the period. When the bell rang, 
one of the students approached me and asked for the knife. | looked at him seriously and 
said, “Well, your note indicated that you wanted me to have the knife so | have decided to 
keep it as a souvenir of your affection.” 

The student blanched, sputtered something and slithered away to inform the 
remaining students what had transpired. Needless to say, | was not presented with any 
more “gifts” for the rest of the year and this incident ended future pranks. 

| remember the first day of teaching. On the way to the school, | suddenly realized 
that | had not really done any mathematics-algebra in particular since | was in university, 
and that was in a calculus class. | started to sweat a bit and when | arrived at school and 
was just about to enter the classroom, | realized that if | couldn’t hack elementary algebra, 
I'd better find some other profession. | walked into the classroom and of course, the 
students hit me with a ball-breaking factoring problem. | hadn’t done any factoring since 
1946 really. But | happened to remember the trick in this kind of problem. | confidentially 
stepped up to the board and explained away the problem like | had done them all my life. 
The students were impressed. From then on, | was on top of things. Needless to say, I dida 
couple of days of brushing up just so | would not get caught with my pants down. 

One of the things that struck me when | first started teaching at Herzliah were the 
names of the students. | had trouble pronouncing some of them, let alone trying to spell 
them. A lot of the names looked like an eye chart, | bought a huge notebook with a matrix 
where | could keep referring to the names until | memorized them. | also delivered my usual 
speech about homework, class tests and so on. The spiel went something like this: 
shirking homework was not tolerated, even if ill one had to make it up later. | was 
uninterested in student’s IQs or other alleged intellectual capacities. Everyone started out 
at zero and proved him or herself by performance. After the initial groans the ground rules 
seemed to be accepted. 
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Teaching chemistry was a bit of a challenge. | had a fair knowledge of the subject but 
the subject matter had expanded greatly, largely due to the fallout from atomic physics. | 
found myself brushing up on a lot of the concepts. | recall one of the mainstays of 
chemistry that had changed and that was the writing and balancing equations. There was 
the old method of basically, trial and error. Then there was a new fancy method of using the 
ionic method. The students were eager to learn this method although they found it a bit 
difficult. | recollect borrowing a film from CIL on oxidation and reduction reactions and 
showing that in my chemistry classes. | ended up running it three times because of its 
complexity, but the students would not give up on it until they understood what was going 
on. | had to admire their persistence. 

Then one day when | walked into class, the students started to grumble about when 
we were supposed to start our “hands on” lab experiments. | told them that | had spoken to 
the Rabbi and he essentially had nixed the idea. The students were furious. They wanted 
their chemistry lab and they wanted it now! | commiserated with them, but my hands were 
tied, | alleged. | then made an off hand remark saying that they should throw a strike or 
something. | did not expect any feedback from this remark, but one of the more eager 
students grasped on to this idea and started to recruit fellow members of the class. 

The next thing | knew! was summoned to the Rabbi’s office. He was jumping up and 
down and ranting vociferously. It seems the students had gotten the rest of the classes to 
perpetrate a walkout unless the chemistry students got their lab equipment and were 
allowed to do experiments. 

After the Rabbi went through his bit, | asked quietly, “Why don’t you buy the 
equipment? It isn’t that expensive and you should be pleased that your students are 
interested enough in the subject to warrant this sort of behaviour.” 

This question elicited another tirade. “Vee can’t afford hit,” said the Rabbi. They'll 
probably burn down the building or something. Vee don’t haf insurance...” and on and on 
he went. 

“You haf got to put an ent to this nonsense,” added the Rabbi. 

“Me?” said I, “What have | got to do with it?” 

“You har the chemistry teacher. You tell them that vee can’t haf any lab equipment.” 

“I told them that already and they don’t want to hear it. Why do you think they are 
striking?” 

“Vell,” concluded the Rabbi, “Veer not goink to start hafink chemistry labs.” 

“Right,” | satirically agreed, | wasn’t so sure of this conclusion, knowing the passion 
of the students. 

All of this occurred on a Thursday. The next day no students showed up for school, 
save a few die-hards. 

| was summoned again into the Rabbi’s office. 

“Mr. Vite, Vot iss goink on here?” he sputtered. 

“I think it’s called a strike or a walkout.” 

“Ferry funny,” countered the Rabbi. “The parents har on my back, the Board iss 
callink, aghh.” 

“Rabbi,” said I, “Why don’t you just buy some equipment. It’s not going to cost you 
thousands as you alleged.” 

“How much den?” asked the Rabbi? 
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“Well, I’ve prepared a list of chemicals and equipment and it comes to about $350. 
I’ve included just enough equipment so that the students can perform the basic 
experiments and have their own little cache.” 

| continued explaining that | had ordered little bottles for each student. Each bottle 
could contain the required chemicals for experiments. This way we could save money by 
buying the necessary chemicals in larger lots, thus saving money. As | recall, | believe one 
of the chemical companies had deals for schools on individual sets of basic lab equipment 
for students. 

The Rabbi held out until Tuesday. When most of the students did not show up on 
Monday, he finally got the message. On Tuesday, | was summoned again. 

“Tell the boyce that vee haf ordered the equipment.” 

“That’s great news Rabbi. Uh, like when will this equipment arrive?” | asked. 

“Hin a few dayce,” alleged the Rabbi. 

| eyed him suspiciously, but saw my order form on his desk. The Rabbi continued. 

“See. Yur order iss on my desk. But, Mr. Vite, Vy so many bottles?” 

“Rabbi, we went over this.” 

The Rabbi shrugged but the mission was accomplished and when | returned to class, 
| was a hero, for a day or two until things went back to normal. 

The first lab was very exciting for the students. They had never really handled any 
real chemistry equipment so they played around mostly. Of course, one of them wanted to 
burn some magnesium ribbon and the other students had great joy watching them perform 
this chore. But soon, they really started to get into it. One week they decided to make 
oxygen and did that. Since there was nothing much for me to do while they were actually 
performing their experiments, | wandered over to the gym, which was almost abutting the 
chemistry lab. 

There | met the gym teacher. We introduced ourselves to one another and hit it off 
immediately. The gym teacher looked quite fit and also informed me that he put up with no 
nonsense from any of the kids. | laughed heartily and he added, “Keith, if you have any 
trouble at all with any of those little monsters, you send them to me. | love making them run 
100 times around the gym.” 

“| may take you up on that. But, what if they don’t want to?” 

“Then I can practice my jiu-jitsu.” said he. 

He said this with some tongue-in-cheek, but | was pretty sure that no student would 
refuse him, no matter how big they were. 

The chemistry lab also provided a haven for me during the noon hour, | had no car at 
my disposal so | had to bring my lunch and eat it somewhere. The staff room was too tiny 
and | didn’t feel like socializing that much with the rest of the staff anyway. They were nice 
enough, but on a different wavelength. Nobody bothered me in the chemistry lab and 
sometimes | would eat my lunch with the gym teacher when he was not going out for lunch. 
We got along famously and had many conversations together. 

Students are very perceptive. They’ve got you sized up in about 15 minutes. To 
illustrate this, | must relate an incident that occurred in one of my classes. It was a tenth 
grade class consisting of both sexes. In the class were three girls that | had noticed that 
were extremely fetching and caught my eye. Of course, | tried not to show any favouritism. 
One of these girls flirted a bit with me but I tried to be objective. 
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However, | remember one day when something untoward had happened in the 
school. One of the girls came up to apprise me of the imbroglio and then added that it did 
not affect my three girl friends. | laughed and was amazed at the perspicacity of the 
students since they had observed my body language or something to come to this 
conclusion, which, incidentally, was right on. One of the girls was called Natalie and she 
becomes involved in the following incident. 

One of these three girls, as | remember, had eyes of different colours. One day she 
approached me after class about some problem and we made eye contact. She had 
beautiful eyes, but | suddenly noticed that they were of different colour. | couldn’t believe 
what | was seeing and | must have really been peering at her for she suddenly said, “Yes, 
you’re not seeing things, | have two different coloured eyes.” This remark caused us both 
to laugh. She went on to explain her condition, but | forget the medical term for it. Our little 
repartee brought us a bit closer together and when | wanted to really find out any student 
gossip, | could always consult her. | shall refer to her as Lois. Lois was a complete contrast 
to another girl in the same class, who would flip out when anything untoward would 
happen. 

To illustrate this, an incident occurred during the year that upset some of the staff 
and students. | was going up the steps when | heard this aforementioned girl scream 
loudly. A second later, a young fellow in an overcoat quickly descended the stairs, passing 
me and ran out the front door of the school. “What now?” thought I. 

| ran up the stairs to see what was wrong. There was this girl hysterically sobbing 
with some of the other female students consoling her. Lois was standing nearby so | went 
over to her and asked, “What’s going on?” 

“Some guy ran up the steps a minute ago, opened his coat and flashed-no big deal.” 
Lois was completely unimpressed by the incident and was trying her best to help soothe 
her classmate. 

We both looked at each other and laughed heartily since | knew what she meant. A 
lot of the girls seemed to be extremely upset along with most of the staff. They called the 
police, who told them that this flasher was visiting all the schools in the Snowdon district 
and exposing himself. | figured it might be some hazing prank but whoever it was, the cops 
were really out to nail him. | think | heard later that they finally did catch him, but | never 
found out what the final outcome was. 

A semi-final chemistry exam was in the offing and | went to the main office to use the 
ditto machine to make copies for the class. | threw the carbon in the wastebasket there. The 
office was a fair distance away from the classrooms and only staff and administration were 
allowed there so | wasn’t too concerned about the security of the exam. 

The exam was given to the class and when | started correcting them, | was very 
pleased to see that every body was getting a high mark including the dummy of the group. 
This dummy never got anything straight so 1 then became suspicious. All the marks were in 
the eighties or nineties. Something was amiss. | smelled a rat. How was | going to find out? 
And what was | going to do about it, when | did find out? 

| approached Natalie. | appealed to her to tell me what really happened. | also told her 
that | would not say who told me. After a bit of cajoling, she said that one of the students 
had obtained a copy of the exam the night before and had made copies and passed it out to 
the other students. | made some joke about the fact that was one sure way of passing the 
course, but | also opined that they weren’t really learning chemistry, let alone adding 
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cheating to their other crimes. Poor Natalie-she was all broken up. She was very sorry and 
alleged that she really didn’t want to do it in the first place and so on. She left and | 
ruminated about what to do. 

| strode into class the next day and announced that | was very pleased with the 
marks on the test but added that they were not going to be entered on their records. This 
latter part was said after they stopped clucking in glee and patting themselves on their 
backs. 

“Further,” said I, “Il am going to give another test.. This one, hopefully will not be 
seen before | present it in the examination room.” 

There was a stunned silence. “Oh yes, by the way, the test will be given on Friday 
afternoon after classes end. | have consulted with the Rabbi on this one and he totally 
agrees that this is the best procedure under the circumstances.” 

There were the usual groans and alleged excuses about dental appointments and the 
like but ultimately they all showed up and resat for the exam. | learned a great lesson from 
this-never to trust anybody, especially in administration. From that moment on, | typed my 
own exams at home. | made copies on my own machine. | only brought in the exams on the 
day they were given. | sometimes got into arguments and hassles about this with 
administrative types but | always told them that if they wanted the exam before hand they 
would have to make one of their own. There was one exception. That was at Champlain 
CEGEP where the principal and | were good friends. However, he insisted that | staple and 
tape up the exams in an envelope. He required the exams in his office the night before in 
case there was nobody else to invigilate them. And | was certain, knowing him that if there 
was any hanky-panky, the individual would be looking for a new position the day after. 

| was also pleased to see that there were students that had a sense of fair play and 
that my faith in Natalie had not been ill placed. 

| tried to run a democratic classroom instead of an autocratic one. There was some 
talk going on between students but it was usually about the subject matter so | didn’t mind 
too much. Every once in a while, some of the students would get a bit obstreperous and so 
| had occasion to use my gym friend for punishment. | remember one student | sent down 
that was beginning to get on my nerves. The gym teacher took one look at him and 
sneered, “I was hoping that Mr. White would bring you down here one day. Now I’ve got 
you and the first thing you are going to do is 100 laps around the gym.” 

The student started to protest. “That’ll be 25 pushups after you finish and anymore 
lip and you get another 25. How is that Mr. White?” 

“Sounds fine to me. He’s all yours.” 

This was after school but the gym teacher usually hung about until 6 p.m. He said, 
“You can go home. Leave him to me. I'll see you tomorrow.” 

| went home and went to see the gym teacher the next day. 

“! can’t understand why you didn’t send that asshole down here before this.” 

“He gets good marks.” 

“Well, he’ll behave a bit better now. If he doesn’t, just send him back here.” 

“I’ve got a couple of other guys in mind.” 

“No problem. Who are they?” 

| told him and he said, “I’d love to get those guys as well. They act up in my class 
too.” 
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Later on | did send them down to the gym teacher and he had them running for over 
an hour. 

| tend to be somewhat lenient in my classes because | remember how bored I was 
most of the time when I| was a student. The only time | wasn’t bored is when the teacher 
really had something to say. | tried to have something to say at all times. Keep their minds 
churning was my intent. Don’t even give them a chance to be bored. 

Some of the other teachers had different ideas. There was another part-time Gentile 
teacher whom | shall call Dr. R-. Dr. R- supposedly had several PhDs and had a broad 
general knowledge of all high school subjects but | wasn’t that impressed with him. Also, 
he seemed to show up sporadically. He also wrote a column in the Montreal Star. 

Dr. R-‘s method was to enter the classroom quietly when all of the teens would be 
jumping about and chattering vigorously. Dr. R- carried this thick cane. He would take the 
cane and slam it down on his desk with a great thwack. The impact would sound like a 
gunshot and scare the shit out of anybody that did not expect it. The commotion would 
stop instantly and the students would scatter to their seats and sit quietly whilst Dr. R- 
wickedly stared them down. No one would dare to speak unless spoken to. This procedure 
would bring a gleam of extreme satisfaction in Dr. R-s eyes. 

One day Dr. R- accosted me in the hall and asked me if | would like to make some 
extra money. 

“Of course,” said I, “Whom do | have to kill.” 

Dr. R- did not laugh. | knew | was in trouble. 

“| have an apartment that | have rented over on Cote-Des-Neiges across from the 
cemetery. | am tutoring some recalcitrant students but | need some assistance. Would you 
be interested in tutoring them in math?” 

“I might,” | averred. “Just how recalcitrant are these students?” 

“Well, they have been thrown out of most of the schools around Montreal. Their 
parents want them to get their high school leaving certificate and have paid me to look after 
them.” 

“How much?” asked I. 

“I can give you $10 per hour. You can start after you’re finished here.” 

“OK, I'll try it.” 

| repaired over there after arranging a day and found various teens milling about the 
apartment, making coffee and concomitantly studying. The ones that noticed me eyed me 
suspiciously and | started to get a bad feeling about this place. Also, Dr. R- was not there 
so what the hell was I supposed to do? | asked if any body would like some help with their 
math. One girl came up with a problem in Geometry. | gave her a hint but she wanted me to 
do the problem for her. | gave her another hint. This did not satisfy her either. | told her that 
my doing the problem would not teach her too much. She got huffy and left. 

Dr. R- showed up. He seemed a bit unfriendly. | stayed for a couple of hours and 
asked him for the $20. He gave it to me and | left. He asked me if | wanted to come back. | 
asked him if he wanted me to and he said it was all right. | did not like this relationship at all 
and furthermore that girl was complaining to him about my not solving her problem for her. 

| mentioned my experience to one of the other teachers the next day and he laughed 
and said that he had also been approached and went there a few times. He also asked me if 
| knew why Dr. R- only showed up on certain days. 

“| haven’t the faintest notion,” said I. 
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“Dr. R- is a lush. He’s probably out right now as we speak on a huge bender.” 

“You’re putting me on.” 

“No, it’s common knowledge around here.” 

“Why do they put up with that crap?” | asked. 

“Because he works cheap and he seems to know his stuff in all subjects.” 

“Except math,” | thought to myself. 

| remember one of the first times | saw him, he hit me with one of these “math” 
problems that you find in puzzle books and are usually posed to you by tyros in math that 
think themselves extremely apt in that discipline despite the fact that they usually can’t do 
any real, serious mathematics. 

However, | must admit that he garnered a certain amount of respect-both out of fear 
and his general knowledge. | mention him because of his method of teaching. 

You wonder sometimes just what kind of influence you have on students. One day 
the school had Halloween type day where the students were allowed to dress up in any 
attire, as any character from fact or fiction that they wanted to emulate. To my utter 
amazement, | saw about 15 students dressed in a white lab smock with false beards and 
glasses painted on their faces. Obviously, they were imitating me. | could not help but 
cachinnate fiercely. These students had great fun running around imitating me. | then 
realized that | had a certain influence over my students, whether good or bad, | was 
uncertain. Needless to say, the Rabbi was highly amused. One of the few times | saw him 
actually smiling. 

Another day | was in the staff room correcting some papers awaiting my wife’s arrival 
to fetch me and take me home. The Rabbi entered, sat down and started to reminisce about 
his relatives getting gassed in the various prison camps during World War Il. Then he sated 
at me very accusingly and related some horrendous accounts of the Holocaust. | didn’t 
know what the hell to say. He kept on. Finally | said, “Rabbi, when all this was happening, | 
was about 12 or 13 years old, living in Cleveland Heights, Ohio. | had no inkling of what was 
going on and even if I had, | wouldn’t be able to do anything about it, anyway.” 

| added, “I’m as sorry as anybody could be. | can’t imagine what you and your 
relatives went through. But, | am not to blame.” 

The Rabbi suddenly realized that he was really talking to the wrong person. He 
apologized. 

| said, “No apology is necessary. If you want to bend my ear anytime, go ahead, but 
remember, | had nothing to do with this and don’t think I ever would.” 

This seemed to satisfy him and after a few days, we were back to our normal 
understanding-namely, his jumping up and down and ranting at me in his office. 

One other incident comes to mind and is one of the many reasons | did not pursue 
my career as a teacher of chemistry. This one class was due for another lab. The students 
were very good about making and turning in their lab reports. This day, one group wanted 
to make Hydrogen. | told them this would be fine but to be careful since it was highly 
flammable. 

We all repaired to the lab and one group was busy making nitric acid or something, 
another was involved in some other experiment and the third was busy with the thistle 
tube, flask and chemicals needed to generate hydrogen. | hung about for a while and since 
everything seemed to be going on famously, | went into the bathroom across the hall to 
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relieve myself. | was sitting on the can after finishing my business when | heard a great 
cacophony emanating from the lab. 

| hurriedly dressed and ran over to see what all the commotion was. | opened the 
door to the lab and there was the Rabbi gesticulating wildly. There was some water on the 
floor and the students were strewn about. 

“Mr. Vyte,” shouted the Rabbi, “Ver haf you bin?? 

“| was otherwise occupied,” said | engendering titters from the girls and a few laughs 
from the boys. 

The Rabbi did not understand. “Ver ver you? Occupied ver?” 

“Rabbi, | was in the bathroom. Nature called.” 

“Mr. Vyte, you nefer haf left the students alone. The school almost burned down.” 

“You’re not serious?” | turned to one of the students and asked him what had 
happened. He said, “They made some hydrogen. They lit the hydrogen coming out of the 
glass tubing too soon. It blew the thistle tube up against the ceiling and the hose caught 
fire. Big deal.” 

One of the girls added, “We doused it with water and put it out. That’s why there’s 
water on the floor. Now can we get on with it?” 

The nonchalance of the students compared to the panicked reaction of the Rabbi had 
a certain embarrassing effect on the Rabbi and he started to cool down. 

“Finish the class, clean up and cum see me hafter,” said the Rabbi as he exited. 

| later joined the Rabbi in the office and predictably he said, “Vell, that’s the hend of 
the chem. Lab.” 

“Let’s not get carried away,” said I. “I realize that it was my error not being there but 
don’t take it out on the kids. They’re really enjoying themselves. They really like those labs. 
By the way, Rabbi, how did you happen to go to the chem. Lab anyway?” 

“| heard han hexplosion,” said he. 

“No way,” thought I. The most it could have done was to make a loud pop, which 
probably could not be heard in the Rabbi’s office. 

Furthermore, the Rabbi seemed to be a bit nervous after | asked him this question. 
The kids were noisy but not that noisy, besides which when the lab door was closed, you 
couldn’t hear anything anyway. Thinking back on it, | suspect one of the students or 
teachers that didn’t like the idea of the kids having fun with chemistry sets must have 
waited for the moment when | left and told the Rabbi. It was serendipity that he arrived just 
after they doused the hydrogen experiment with water. 

After a bit of pleading with the Rabbi, | managed to placate him and he told me that 
we could continue the lab experiments but | was to be more careful etc. etc. 

As soon as | returned to the classroom, the students were all over me making certain 
that they could continue with their experiments. 

By the end of that year, | was really tired out. Furthermore, my hair changed colour 
from brown to grey. Recall that | had the full schedule at Herzliah and night teaching at Sir 
George. What! didn’t have was enough money to pay all my bills. | decided to go back into 
engineering. At least | could make enough there to pay off my debts and sustain my family. 

The tutoring job with Dr. R- helped for about four weeks but | didn’t like the 
atmosphere and we mutually agreed that this was not the job for me and | quit. This was no 
surprise to the rest of the Herzliah staff. | think most of them had tried to hack that tutoring 
as well but like me, found it extremely distasteful and not worth the money. 
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Finally, | have to end this chapter with an experience with some parents on parent- 
teacher night. | used to hate these sessions because | would have to either stay downtown 
and hike back in from the burbs to confront parents about why their darlings were not 
performing up to their expectations. 

When | entered my classroom, | noted about eight people in line at the door, visibly 
agitated and impatient to see me. The first parent entered and was complementary. It 
turned out that she was one of my favoured girl’s parents and just wanted to meet me 
because she kept saying that her girl called me a “good guy.” That elated me, of course, 
and then the next two entered-a man and woman who demanded to know why | had only 
given their son a 95.6 instead of a 95.7 in algebra. 

| must explain. In this school system (and no other that | have ever taught or heard 
of), they used decimal points in their marking system. | found it rather fatuous but if that’s 
what they wanted... Anyway, the two parents were carrying on and | was about to lose my 
cool when one of the other parents, God bless her, said, “Get out of here. How dare you 
take up the man’s time arguing about a tenth of a point while we’re standing here trying to 
find out why our son got only 70-now amscray!” 

The two sputtered a bit and left muttering to themselves. | managed to survive the 
experience but | must say that | was very impressed with the interest that those parents 
showed in their offspring’s marks in school. And unlike the other institutions in which | 
taught, they were satisfied with my explanations and made certain that their sons or 
daughters toed the line better afterward. 

| decided to part Company from both Herzliah and Sir George-not because of 
disliking teaching, but at that juncture, | just could not afford to continue in this career and 
emerge financially solvent. | have written elsewhere about my experiences in industry. 
Although they were not as satisfying as teaching, they certainly paid better. 
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Chapter 3 - Miss Edgar’s 


As | pointed out in the previous vignettes, all of my teaching jobs were frustrating 
and disappointing. | had returned to Engineering after my stint at the Jewish high school. 
The pay was a lot higher but there was little satisfaction even in Operations Research 
where I was engaged. After being cashiered due to my protests about security measures | 
managed to finally land a job in Ottawa again in O-R only to find myself out of wok once 
more after 3 months. | will write about this experience elsewhere. 

It was January 1963 and prospects were bleak for future employment in engineering. 
| went to several interviews but had not had any offers. My wife was getting worried and 
one day while perusing the Help Wanted ads, she stumbled across an ad for a math 
teacher. She told me about this but still having the bad taste in my mouth from the Jewish 
High School experience, | was totally uninterested. However, being somewhat desperate, 
my curiosity got the better of me and | inquired where the position was. When my wife 
informed me that it was at a girl’s school, | immediately broke up laughing and said that 
there was no way that they would hire a male teacher. 

My wife insisted that this was the perfect job for me. | told her to forget it, but she 
kept pestering me about it and finally asked me whether she could send my resume and 
apply for it. | told her to go ahead feeling certain that nothing would come of it. 

| couldn’t have been wronger! | got a phone call right after they had received my 
resume. They wanted to interview me. | was flabbergasted to say the least but | donned my 
best threads and sauntered down to the school, which was at that time on the corner of 
Cedar Ave. and Cote-des-Neiges. 

| walked up to this old, funky building and entered. As soon as | was ensconced in 
the foyer, | heard some inspired singing emanating through the halls. It invoked some very 
nice feelings from me and | thought how nice it would be to teach in this type of 
atmosphere. 

| was ushered into a bedroom off of the main classroom area where the then 
principal, a Mrs. McClellan was laid up with some ailment. There were several floors to the 
establishment-one being for classrooms, one being for dorms, one being a gym and so on. 

Mrs. M- gave me the once over and began to question me about my credentials. | 
instantly recognized her as one of those no-nonsense, no-bullshit types of teachers and | 
tried to answer her questions as truthfully as | was able. | also detected some positive 
vibrations, which was helpful. 

Mrs. M- wanted me to do an audition in one of the classes. | was used to this so | 
didn’t mind. | came back the next day, as | recall, and was introduced to the then Grade 8 
math teacher-a beautiful Westmont girl that was very pregnant. Her first name was Jessie. 
She was married to a physician and in those days, getting knocked-up meant that you were 
history, especially in a teaching job. 

Jessie was very friendly and we hit it off immediately. She explained what she was 
teaching and where she was in the course material, etc. The girls, of course, were eyeing 
me up, down and sideways. | took over a bit from Jessie at some point and | could see the 
girls sizing me up and not hearing one word | was saying. However, when | finished, 
everyone looked extremely happy and | went back to see Mrs. M- who alleged that she 
would phone me later. | figured that was it and | would be back perusing the want ads. 
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| couldn’t have been wronger! I received a phone call the next day and | was to start 
forthwith. The other math teacher, Mrs. Dunlop was also about to retire so if everything 
worked out, said Mrs. M- | would be teaching full-time the next year. 

Mrs. M- hired me part-time to take over for Jessie but she put me on salary. This 
meant that | was paid during vacations or teaching days. This helped because my financial 
situation was somewhat strained. | was behind in my mortgage payments and about $3000 
in debt with other expenses. At one point | even had to borrow money from the bank to get 
food! 

Anyway, | started the next day and my first class was with a bunch of grade 8 girls. 
Now grade 8 for girls is about the worst class that one could teach. The girls are just 
starting their menstruation and the hormones completely addle what little brains they had 
to begin with. 

Mathematics provides a particular challenge to these puberts. | started going through 
my bit at the board trying to explain a simple factoring problem. | noticed a bunch of blank 
stares but | pressed on anyway. Suddenly, one of the more comely challenged girls leapt 
out of her seat, ran to the back of the room, grabbed a guitar and started to strum the same. 
The name of the girl, | found later was Elspeth-a fitting name for this individual. 

This antic took me aback for a second or two but trying not to laugh, | clapped my 
hands as if applauding and said something like, “Very fine-now can we get back to some 
math?” 

This made the rest of the girls laugh heartily and poor Elspeth had to slink back to 
her seat, all red-faced. | continued along as if nothing had happened. However, | knew that 
this caper would be reported in detail to Mrs. M- and | wondered what the outcome might 
be. 

The next day | had occasion to sit in the staff room between classes. To while away 
the time | grabbed the nearest newspaper and started to work on the crossword puzzle. 
Soon some other female teachers that | had not seen, but who introduced themselves 
briefly, started to yap with one another and joined me. 

| was impressed with them. They were mostly classy girls from Westmount although 
there was an Australian girl there-not quite as refined. She was in charge of the dorms 
along with another older woman who, it turned out, was also in her last year there. 

In any case, the young girls started to yap amongst themselves but | could not help 
overhearing their conversation. They were talking about men and sex and making 
scatological references that frankly shocked me at first coming from such supposedly 
refined girls. | kept my head buried in the paper doing the crossword feeling their stares at 
me every now and then. Was this some type of test? Who knows? Anyway, | had to go as 
the bell had rung so | boldly arose and the girls were waiting for some reaction, which, of 
course, | was trying to scrupulously avoid. As | neared the door, | suddenly turned about 
and said, “Well, ta-ta girls,” and | exited. | heard all of them laughing heartedly. 

The next day, | was summoned to Mrs. M-‘s quarters. She congratulated me on my 
handling of the two situations and more or less told me that | had passed the test (whatever 
that was). 

That grade 8 class was probably the dumbest class | ever had to teach. They could 
not add 2 + 2. Not only that, but there were two other guitar players in that class. It was a 
nightmare. The grade 9 class was much better as was the grade 10. Mrs. Dunlop was 
teaching the older girls. The higher grades were the classes that | preferred to teach. 
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Mrs. M- finally managed to recuperate enough to sit in on my classes. She acted just 
like a student and after class she would point out all my faults. However, her criticism was 
well founded and she was very perceptive. | heeded her every word. There was none of the 
usual petty, bullshit that most administrators feed you. 

| was reasonably happy with the job, although | sorely desired to be able to teach the 
older girls and get rid of the dumbfucks that were in that grade 8 class. Mrs. M- chaired a 
meeting of the staff at the end of the year and much to my surprise (and some of the other 
teachers), she actually failed 5 students, a feat that had not been perpetrated for years, | 
believe. 

Mrs. M- also approached me about tutoring a grade 12 girl that Mrs. Dunlop had been 
teaching all year. It seems that her student had flunked the McGill entrance exam in math. | 
had noticed this girl several times in the hall and was struck by her demeanor. She was 
extremely fetching and seemed quite bright and | wished that | had been able to teach her 
during the year. Well, | now had my chance. | told Mrs. M- that | would be delighted to tutor 
the girl and | started tutoring her 3 times a week. She would come out to Roxboro and | 
found her very smart. Indeed, she not only passed her supplemental math exam but went 
on to excel in her university calculus course as | found out later. | also tutored another 
student that summer-this time a male; he was the brother of one of the most beautiful 
senior girls at the school. He came twice a week. | made more money tutoring these 
students that summer than | did the entire previous year! | toyed with the idea that if | could 
not obtain a teaching contract in the coming year, | could probably manage very well 
tutoring students. Things were looking up financially. My wife was finally smiling. 

Naturally, good things had to come to an end. On the last day of tutoring, just before 
the McGill supplemental exam, my girl student informed me that Mrs. M- had been 
cashiered and a new woman, named Mrs. Graham had been appointed principal! | panicked. 
Mrs. M- had signed me to a full-time contract for the upcoming year but would it be worth 
the paper on which it was printed? | phoned my lawyer friend and he told me not to worry, 
but worry | did. One of the reasons | accepted the job was working with Mrs. M-. 

My female tutoree was a fund of information. It seems that Mrs. M- had overstepped 
by failing those students. She also had the unmitigated audacity to run the school the way 
a principal ought to, instead of being a rubber stamp of the Board which usually consisted 
of some biddies and other male types that were henpecked into doing what their wives 
wanted. 

The new school was near the top of Mt. Pleasant Ave. It was fairly well constructed 
from what | could see but upon entering | was amazed to see that the majority of the center 
space was taken up by a huge gymnasium! It seems that the gym teacher had tremendous 
influence with the school board. Abutting this gym on the right hand side as you entered 
there were some small classrooms, a room for the two secretaries and the principal’s 
office. 

On the left, next to the gym was the chemistry/biology/physics lab. There was 
another smaller lab in the rear. This is where | later sought refuge during the lunch hour. 
Across from the labs was a nurse’s room with no full-time nurse and | don’t ever remember 
seeing that room used at all. 

The upper level housed other classrooms and a teacher’s room with a telephone. 
Across the hall was a woman’s bathroom and cloakroom. The only other bathroom was a 
small one in the basement. Fortunately, | did not have to use the facility very often. 
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| would hold court at noon hour in the little lab room off the main lab. There was a 
blackboard in there and the students with problems would visit me during the lunch hour. 

Mrs. G- was always trying to make me stay after school for tutoring sessions but this 
meant that | would be coming home on the rush hour train and | did not relish that 
prospect. The few times when | absolutely had to stay because of some dire emergency, my 
wife would come to fetch me in our car. 

The new building seemed to be well constructed and it must have cost a bundle. The 
Board of Trustees had also hired a new janitor, who never seemed to do anything except 
play his fiddle somewhere in the recesses of the old elementary school, which was 
attached to the new school. Indeed, there was so much chalk dust in the classrooms that 
one could hardly erase the board. | ended up wearing rubber gloves because my fingers 
dried out completely from the chalk dust. My fingers had huge cracks in them and the skin 
started to split. My complaints fell on deaf ears. 

In the old school the daygirls used to eat lunch that was provided by the school. The 
first year | was there, Mrs. M- asked me to stay for lunch several times and | was pleasantly 
surprised by the fare that was served. It was well cooked and tasty for mass cooking. The 
only drawback were the desserts-they were not too tasty. 

Naturally, because everybody was happy with the old school cook, the Board 
decided to hire a new cook. | guess their thinking was that a new school needs a new cook 
and a new janitor. Incidentally, the old janitor took care of business and was very pleasant. 
The classrooms were always immaculate, the boards were chalk-free as were the erasers 
all of the time. 

The new cook was a disaster. His fare wasn’t fit for a dog. | tried to wolf down some 
of his concoctions but | ended up gagging so | gave up. However, his desserts were 
something else. They were superb. So, for my lunch, | would grab the tomato or apple juice, 
the dessert, a cup of tea and head for the little lab room for respite. 

In the rear of the lab there was a playing field of sorts where the girls would go out 
and frolic. It was | believe my last year at the institution when the following incident 
occurred. It was Easter vacation and as | recall we had 10 days off. During that period, the 
oil delivery truck came to fill up the tanks at both schools. The deliveryman had had a bad 
night or something and fell asleep whilst the hose was pumping in the oil. 

He awoke to find that the oil had overflowed and discovered a foot of the liquid on 
the lab floor. It had also flowed down to the grassy area behind the lab as well ruining 
anything growing back there! 

When | returned to work | found everything intact. The grass had all been replaced, 
the tiles of the lab, everything had been replaced and the only trace of the incident was a 
slight oil smell in the air. If one had not known about the incident, one probably would have 
never guessed what had transpired. | found it incredible that workmen could do this in such 
a short period of time. Such was the power and influence of that Westmount School Board. 
| often wondered what happened to that oil delivery fellow. They probably boiled him in the 
residue. 

Since one had to access the upstairs bathroom via the cloakroom, | decided to keep 
my winter duds in the staff room. Mrs. G-, being in one of her snits one day took a dim view 
of this and instructed me to hang up my coat elsewhere. There wasn’t any elsewhere that | 
could hang the same except that bloody cloakroom. So, to the shock and consternation of 
the other teachers, | started to hang my coat there. Needless to say, this did not last very 
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long and | went back to the original method of dealing with my clothes. | relate this because 
it is so typical of administrative types. 

There was another surprise. Teachers from England with one exception (as it turned 
out, the one, classy Westmount girl left) had replaced almost all of the staff. What had | 
gotten myself into? 

| met Mrs. Graham. She was what! more or less expected. She was in her early fifties, 
widowed, had a gimpy leg and appeared to me to be out of her depth as a school principal. | 
also got the impression that she would have been much happier without any male teachers 
at all in the school. | was the only full-time male teacher. There was another teacher named 
Mr. Fritz Brandtner, who taught a special art class weekly. He had retired from painting art 
scenes although he was successful enough to have some of his works hanging in the 
National Gallery in Ottawa. Fritz and | hit it off right away and we spent many pleasant 
hours together. 

Poor Fritz; later that year there was a bank robbery at Van Horne and Cote-des- 
Neiges and all his bonds were stolen out of his safety deposit box. Fritz was carried out on 
a stretcher. He had a mild heart attack. | assured him that the bonds would be replaced 
since | had phoned the police and they informed me that his bonds were all registered and 
therefore protected. 

Another incident comes to mind. Some dumbfuck conceived the idea that a student 
teacher should be hired for a couple of weeks. The young girl came in one day to the staff 
room all excited and raring to go. Like all new teachers she was going to be the greatest 
and vowed to pump the girls’ melons chock full of information. When one of the teachers 
asked me what | thought of her, | replied, 

“lll give her 4 days.” 

The other staff members broke up laughing. | was wrong. She was carried out on a 
stretcher after 3 days. The rumor was that she had succumbed to nervous exhaustion. 

Getting back to Mrs. G- | found out that her dead hubby was Mr. Graham, one of the 
teachers that | had the misfortune of learning from at Montreal High. He was an obnoxious, 
arrogant prick that taught history-a subject that | could do without. Then the inevitable 
hassle arose about when | was supposed to come in the morning. | explained the train 
schedule to Mrs. G- and pointed out that the best solution was for me to come in at second 
period or first period after the roll was taken. Mrs. G- didn’t like this idea and wanted me to 
come on the 6 a.m, train and hang about until first period beginning at 9 a.m. Needless to 
say, this was out of the question. When she insisted, | told her that maybe we should forget 
about the whole deal. | was desperate for money but | had to draw the line somewhere. 

She finally agreed and since second period started late enough for me to take a bus 
from Central Station, it was the best solution. 

Now I’ve got to go off on a rant about the trains from Roxboro at that time. There 
were no trains going from Two Mountains and Central Station between 6 a.m. and 9 a.m. 
The train at 9 was usually an old cattle car with side seats and regular seats that were 
extremely uncomfortable. Furthermore, there were literally hundreds of commuters waiting 
to barrel their way on to the train and grab the first seat available, bowling over pregnant 
women and old ladies without so much as a “by your leave.” Indeed, to get a seat at all, one 
had to mount the Pullman from the wrong side of the track-a dangerous proposition if you 
happened to slip! 
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Once on the train, if you were unlucky enough not to get a seat, you had to hang on 
to the nearest strap for dear life, else you would be plummeting down the aisle. | saw men 
blissfully reading their newspapers whilst pregnant women were hanging on to the straps 
above them, using what little strength they could muster. | could never do this. Every time a 
woman would come near, | always got up for her unless she was one of those types that 
expected you to. Some of the men would say that if the women wanted to work in a man’s 
world they would have to suffer the same slings and arrows as the men did. 

The second year I was at Miss Edgar’s, most of the grade 8 girls were now in grade 9. 
Some of them had managed to mature a bit, but overall, they were the same dumb group. | 
tried every which way to instill some knowledge of mathematics into their thick skulls, but 
it was hopeless. | was given both a grade 10 class and a grade 11 class in geometry. The 
grade 10 classes consisted of some of the brightest students that | had the pleasure of 
teaching. Unfortunately, it was what is known as a bimodal class. Half of the girls were 
extremely dense and the other half wee brilliant. The grade 11 girls were run-of-the-mill 
except for two or three students and were outwardly hostile to me for some reason. | 
remember looking forward to teaching them, since they were older and more mature and | 
sensed that when | first embarked on this, the class seemed to show some enthusiasm 
towards learning math. To this day | don’t exactly know what happened. Maybe | was too 
didactic or something. | do know that after a few days, their whole attitude and demeanor 
changed towards me and | had to struggle with them throughout the whole year. There was 
one student in particular that was especially irksome. She gave me particular grief all year 
although she apologized for this at the end of the year-a lot of good that did! One of her 
more humorous bits was to stand up in front of the class and imitate me teaching. She 
would perpetrate this when called to the board to solve an algebra or geometry problem. 
Needless to say, this would elicit snickers from some of the other girls in the class but it 
still did not prevent me from calling on her. When | did not react to her ploy, it soon became 
tiresome and she finally ceased doing it. This same girl would sometimes telephone me at 
home on some pretext or other and try to argue with me. My wife spotted her immediately, 
commenting on how beautiful her eyes were, or some such thing. My wife always managed 
to choose the girls that she liked that were the ones who gave me the hardest time. 

At first | did not know what to do with the grade 10 situation. If | went too slowly 
catering to the dummies, | knew that the smart ones would get bored and ultimately 
cheated out of their rightful bite at the math apple. On the other hand, if | went too fast, the 
dummies would be completely left at sea. | vacillated a long time and decided to forget 
about the dummies since they probably wouldn’t really learn anything anyway. | therefore 
concentrated on instructing the smartest at whatever pace they could absorb the info. 

| forged ahead in algebra and to my great pleasure, the smartest lapped up every 
math tidbit that | could feed them. Indeed, we finished the algebra course just as the 
second semester ended. The smartest were now able to take the McGill entrance exam in 
algebra. This would be a first-a grade 10 class taking the grade 11 McGill Entrance exams. 
The girls were thrilled. | was thrilled and the next step would be arranging a date with 
McGill to accommodate the girls. 

McGill was contacted through Mrs. G-, but the administrators at McGill rejected the 
idea on the grounds that it had never been done before. | was flabbergasted since | was 
under the impression that as long as one was qualified to sit for their exams, one could do 
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so. Not so, said the McGill adjudicators. The applicants sitting for the exam must be in 
Grade 11 or higher. 

| could not accept this so | went to see Dr. Rosenthal, whom | had known from some 
graduate math courses. | confronted him with the illogic of the situation and he concurred 
that it was odd, but it was the policy of the university departments. I then asked him, “Who 
sets the policy for the math exams?” 

“The chairman of the department,” came the answer. 

“Who is the chairman of the math department?” 

“lam,” said he. 

“Well then, change the policy and let the girls write the exams.” 

He paused for a minute and said that this probably was possible but could not be 
done for this year’s exams. | told him that it wouldn’t matter for next year anyhow. Our 
meeting ended with the good doctor sadly shaking his head and commiserating with me. 
He promised that he would do something in case of any future situations but what good did 
that do for my girls? This is so typical of administrative tactics that it makes one want to 
vomit. 

| sadly announced the unfortunate outcome of my visit to Dr. Rosenthal. The girls 
were disappointed and miffed but there was nothing we could do. Some of them thought 
that they would sit for the Provincial exams but the school nixed that idea as well. 

So, there | was with a dozen girls who were ready for college math but were locked 
into another year of elementary algebra and geometry. 

While | was aestivating at home in Roxboro, | received a phone call from Mrs. V-, the 
vice principal. One of the conditions of my new contract was that | was alleviated from 
teaching the original grade 8 dummies, now in grade 10. Typically, they had been promoted 
each year way beyond their levels of incompetence and of course, their ignorance in math 
was beyond belief. Miss Edgar’s did not believe in subject promotion. 

Furthermore, the math teacher from England that was hired was an absolute dud and 
the girls were all complaining. Mrs. G- wanted her fired but after a bucket of tears and 
edicts from the board regarding the fact that the teachers from England work cheap, they 
decided to keep her on. And the old adage “Money talks and bullshit walks” certainly 
seemed to apply here. 

And talk about cheap; | have to relate another incident that occurred regarding 
money. Miss Edgar’s had a tradition of awarding prizes at the end of the year in certain 
subjects. The girl with the highest mark in that subject would receive something. | inquired 
as to what this prize might be in mathematics. Mrs. G- informed me that it would probably 
be a book of some kind. 

“What kind?” | asked. 

“Well, you know, some paperback or whatever,” she replied in a cavalier tone. 

“How much do you usually spend?” 

“No more than $5 usually.” 

“Let me see if | understand this,” said I, “With all the Westmount money behind you, 
you are deigning to spend $5. Gee, How can you afford to do that?” 

“Mr. White, there is no need for sarcasm, it’s the thought and recognition that they 
are receiving.” 

“Well, I’Il have to remember that the next time | go to my bank. How about upping the 
ante a bit and getting a real gift?” 
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“Like what?”” 

“How about a nice slide rule for the math prize?” 

“How much do they cost?” 

“Around 15 bucks. Can the Board afford that?” 

“Il see what | can do.” 

“When?” 

“ll let you know.” 

“That’s not good enough. | have a pilot friend that can bring back the ultimate slide 
rule from Germany but he is leaving in two days. Shall | tell him to bring one back or not? | 
have to know soon.” 

“Well, go ahead. I’m sure that it will be OK.” 

| phoned my friend, Jimmy, and he brought me back a beautiful slide rule, which at 
that time, one could not obtain in Canada. Furthermore, with the exchange, it came to only 
$10. 

| took it in to Mrs. G- and showed her how spiffy the slide rule was. | asked for the 
$10. What a got was a lot of palaver and excuses but the money was not forthcoming. She 
alleged that the Board had decided that they could not afford the cost and would give the 
student the usual book. 

This pissed me off no end. The student in question was extremely talented in 
mathematics and deserved something better than a paperback-not even about math, 
incidentally. | ended up giving the girl the slide rule myself and writing off the $10 as a 
lesson in generosity. I’ve heard of parsimony, but this took the cake. 

Mrs. G- asked me one day to take a look at the other math teacher’s mark book. | 
approached her with the utmost tact but she responded with tears, a red face and a 
plethora of phrases like, “who did I think | was,” and “I’m certainly capable of ...” and so 
on. | answered her first query by pointing out that | was the math department head and was 
instructed by the principal etc. | finally gave up but a quick peek at her book indicated that 
it was mostly blank. It was finally decided that if she were to stay on, then she could have 
the pleasure of teaching the original grade 8 dummies. Everybody was happy with this 
solution except the math teacher in question, which we shall refer to as M-. When M- was 
apprised of her new duties, she immediately threw another fit, started crying and upsetting 
all the biddies on staff. 1, of course, was blissfully unaware of all of these shenanigans until 
the phone call from Mrs. V-. 

Mrs. V- was the old English schoolmarm type. She was no-nonsense, taught at the 
grade school level and had the girls eating out of her hand. | attended some of her math 
classes and was very impressed at their performances. | could never figure out what 
happened between her classes and Grade 6 and 7 on up. | put some of it down to 
physiological changes but when | got them in grade 8, everything seemed to go haywire. 

Mrs. V- called me because she knew that Mrs. G- would not get to first base with me. 
Mrs. G- and | had a mutual understanding, we did not get along. Mrs. V- related her tale of 
woe about M- and | listened and commiserated but added, “So what has that got to do with 
me?” 

“We want you to take over the class again.” 

“No way,” said | 

“Please, M- is having a nervous breakdown.” 

“Good, she needs help.” 
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“Mr. White. Please” 

“The agreement was that | was to have nothing to do with those girls, period.” | 
believe | even had them put it in the new contract so | was dealing from strength. 

After twenty minutes of palaver, Mrs. V- hung up. | went back to listening to music in 
my hammock. 

The phone rang an hour later. My wife answered. It was Mrs. V- again. “Tell her I’m 
out.” My wife pleaded with me to speak with her again. 

“Yes,” said | exasperated. 

“It’s Mrs. V-. | have an idea for a compromise,” 

“I don’t want to hear it,” said I. 

“Please, Mr. White. I’m asking you as a big favor.” 

“What?” asked I? 

“How about if you take half of the class? M- will take the other half.” 

“How about if | don’t take any?” 

“Here’s the deal. You can pick out any 12 girls that you want and M- will take the 
rest.” 

“| don’t want any of those girls. | tried for two years to teach those idiots and there’s 
no way | want to be bothered. We went through this already.” 

“I know, but as a special favor to me. Please, Mr. White, think it over.” 

“OK,” | said. | paused for a minute, and then | said, “I’ve thought it over. | don’t want 
to know about this.” 

“Please just think about it. I'll phone tomorrow.” And with that, Mrs. V- hung up. 

My wife was hovering around listening to all this and she started on me. | knew | was 
doomed. My next step was, what criterion do | use to pick the girls? They are all equally 
stupid. Since | didn’t believe much in IQs, | didn’t know what to do. Maybe | should pick the 
ones with the biggest tits, maybe by the color of their eyes, maybe.... How about picking 
the ones that played games? Most of them did not play games. 

| ruminated on this and then | was inspired by a brilliant idea. | knew how | was going 
to choose the girls. | was ready for Mrs. V-‘s call. She phoned the next afternoon. 

“Well, what have you decided?” 

“| will take half of the class but I will pick the ones and | don’t want any arguments.” 

“Done,” said she. 

| named off the girls | wanted. Mrs. V- was curious since there did not seem to be any 
common factor. 

“What criteria are you using?” she asked. 

“I’ve chosen the girls that | think have a sense of humor.” 

This elicited peals of laughter from Mrs. V- but she said, “That sounds OK to me. I'll 
set up the schedule now.” 

Everybody was happy except me, but that was as usual so we moved on. 

The reason for this vignette will become clear as | ramble on. When | entered the 
classroom the first day, the girls that | had chosen were all over me. They promised to do 
their best and | told them | expected nothing less from them. 

Now | had started out with them in geometry in grade 8 with the truth tables. | found 
that this obviated any future hassles with logic when proving propositions so | did not have 
to go over that hurdle. We started in geometry with Book 1 and amazingly enough, 
everybody was on board. The girls took to the geometry like a duck to water. Indeed, | was 
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giving them problems in construction that the grade 11 girls were having trouble with. My 
grade 10 class loved to play with the big compass and straight edge at the blackboard. 

Their brains seemed to actually absorb some of the stuff | taught them and later in 
the year they were helping the grade 11 girls with their propositions. 

| also taught algebra and often crossed over from geometry to algebra so that certain 
problems could be solved either way. Finally, some of those dummies had actually learned 
something. 

Meanwhile, | had asked to divide the bimodal class into two groups. | took the 
smartest and asked them if they wanted to press on to intermediate algebra and Trig. They 
were all eager at first. Then the administration got into the act. After nixing their writing the 
Provincial exams they started making noises about the girls forgetting their fundamental 
algebra and geometry. | tried to explain that on the contrary, since any higher forms of 
math were always dependent on the levels that had preceded, if anything, it would reinforce 
any knowledge they already had. 

Well, that didn’t fly so Mrs. G-, after consultation with God knows whom, rearranged 
the schedule so that | had a 1-1/2 hour class with the dummies three times a week as well 
as a separate class with the smartest. | was not to stray from the math path and make 
certain that we went over the math that would be on the McGill exams. 

The result was that the smartest girls got extremely bored and slackened off. We 
tried harder problems but soon ran out of those. The dummies couldn’t get 2+2 to equal 
four no matter how hard they tried. 

| must digress here to illustrate some more administrative policies. | had noticed a 
certain lack of vocabulary when teaching my math courses. The girls would have trouble 
with word recognition and so on. | decided to improve their vocabulary so each day, | 
would write out 5 words on the board and go over their meanings and uses in sentences. 
Sometimes | would explain certain combining forms since they are used a great deal in 
science and mathematics. 

The girls seemed to approve of this, especially when | told them that on class tests, 
they would be asked to give the meaning of 5 words chosen from the ones that we had 
discussed in class. Furthermore they would get extra credit for each one they got right. 

The English teachers got wind of this exercise and started grumbling and eventually 
complained to Mrs. G- about what | was doing. They accused me of 
”muscling in on their territory” or words to that effect. Mrs. G- summoned me into her office 
and told me to cease and desist this practice forthwith. 

“Why,” asked I? 

“Because it’s the English teachers job, you are encroaching on their territory.” 

“You’re not serious?” | countered. 

“Yes, Mr. White, we can’t have two people teaching English.” 

“Well, all | know is, that if one of your English teachers could improve my girls’ math 
absorption, I’d gladly give her a medal.” 

“That may be, but | want you to stop.” 

| shook my head sadly and left the office. | thought to myself-another triumph for our 
system of education. As for the English staff at the school | have another vignette to unfold. 

Every once in a while when | would visit the office across from Mrs. G-‘s office, | 
would be accosted by one of the two biddies in there as to some word that they wanted me 
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to spell. The older biddy did all of the accounting, the younger took care of any 
stenographic chores. 

I’m no great shakes at spelling but | would always manage to spell whatever word 
they put to me. As soon as | would tell them, the younger biddy would grab her dictionary 
and check out my answer. | asked them why they were asking me if they had a dictionary. 
They replied that they just wanted to see how | would spell something. 

One day | went in just before final exams. | always typed my own exams since | found 
out the hard way that if there is any way for a secretary to screw up a math paper, they will 
find it. The symbols always baffle them and the math terms are invariably misspelled. 

The younger biddy corralled me right away and asked me how to spell a nimiety of 
words. | shot back as many answers as | could muster and inquired as to what was the 
problem. 

“I took all the words that I gave you off of the English final exam,” said she. 

“You’re putting me on,” | exclaimed. 

“No, really, see for yourself.” 

Sure enough, all the words that she had given me were misspelled on the final. We 
both looked at each other and laughed. 

“Some English department,” said she. 

| did not answer but | think now I understood why there was so much hostility 
towards my vocabulary effort. | also wondered how some teachers ever got hired in the first 
place. | shrugged this off and wondered just how | was going to handle my now grade 11 
dummies. Was | ever going to get through to them? I seriously doubted whether anything 
could be done with them at this late juncture. 

However, one day | walked in and my method was to have the girls go to the board 
and give them a problem to do. Well, this day | gave them a problem using indices. After a 
lengthy session, some light began to dawn on the girls and ultimately after an hour or so, 
most of them solved the problem. 

They were ecstatic. When the bell rang, two or three of then rushed up to me kissed 
me and averred that they now understood all that had transpired and thanked me profusely. 
It was a happy ending-or was it? 

Had they really caught on, | wondered? I| decided to check this out the next session. I 
did so by giving them the same problem to do with different letters. Not one of them could 
do it and even after | pointed out the letter substitution, they still had trouble making the 
connection to the previous problem that they had ultimately solved and were so happy 
about. Ah, the joys of teaching. 

Another singular incident comes to mind and | wonder what another teacher might 
have done under the same circumstances. 

As | have heretofore mentioned, the chemistry lab provided a haven for me during 
the lunch hour although | was frequently visited by various students. Some of them would 
use me as a sounding board for their ideas, others would tell me about their sexual exploits 
and seek advice. Most of the girls would seek me out to help them with some math 
problem. Despite all of this, | somehow managed to wolf down the skeletal fare that | was 
able to glean from their kitchen. 

One girl, whom | shall call Rita, would confide in me frequently. She was in the then 
Grade 10 math class. One day while | was doing some calculations at the blackboard, | 
turned around quickly to ask one of the girls a question and | noticed one of the slower 
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students passing a note to Rita, who, not seeing me, perused the missile. Before she could 
pocket the item, I snatched it out of her hand and put it in my own pocket and carried on 
with the lesson. After class, Rita hung about and then approached me after the other girls 
had left the room. She asked, “Mr. White, can | have my note back please?” 

“Sure, after | read it and give it to Mrs. G-,” answering her but not necessarily 
meaning to do what | said. 

“Oh no, please don’t do that.” 

“OK, I'll read it now and then | can take it to her later.” | was winding her up a bit. 

Rita really got upset. She pleaded, “Please, Mr. White, you can’t read that note.” 

“Why not? Is it about me?” 

“Some of it.” 

“Now you’ve really piqued my curiosity,” and with a flourish, | extracted it from my 
pocket. 

Rita paled visibly. And | realized then that she was truly mortified and if | looked at 
that note, it would probably have a deleterious effect on our relationship. Whatever was in 
that note was so important to her that she was beside herself. 

“Please let me have it back,” she asked once more. How could | refuse? | handed it 
over to her. Her eyes filled with relief and she left the classroom thanking me profusely. 

| sure would have liked to have seen what was written on that note, even if it was 
insulting or deprecating. But, if | had read it, what little rapport | had with those girls in that 
class would have been completely altered if not destroyed. The satisfaction of learning 
what was in that note was not worth the consequences engendered by reading it. | must 
also say that my relationship with Rita improved greatly after the incident. 

| really got into it one day with Mrs. G- when she started to go on about the grade 10 
girls taking the McGill exams. | listened to her diatribe of illogic until | could stand it no 
more. Finally, | said accusingly, “Mrs. G-, you should be cited for grand larceny.” 

This stopped her dead in her rant. “What do you mean?” she inquired. 

“Just what I said. You have stolen a year or maybe years out of these girls’ lives. 
Further, you have quashed their opportunity to further their mathematical knowledge 
because of some ridiculous rule that you can’t even justify. If | were a judge, I’d give you 
twenty years.” 

| said this with such passion and aplomb that even Mrs. G- was taken aback. She 
sputtered and tried to justify her position, which, of course, was completely untenable. 

During the second year, | recollect, Mrs. McClellan came to visit the school. She had 
completely recuperated from whatever ailment she had and looked like a million dollars. 
Furthermore, she had obtained a much better position in Ontario someplace and from what 
| could gather, was recognized for her obvious talents. 

Elspeth quit Miss Edgar’s after the 8 grade and went to a Swiss finishing school. 
She also came back for a visit and | must say, had not only improved her looks but was 
actually beginning to act like a Westmount lady. 

Before | end this sage. | have to comment on certain teachers and their teaching 
methods. The question always raised is: how good is a teacher really? What criterion does 
one use to judge a teacher? | have had teachers who mumble, sweat, stutter, rant, are glib, 
and so on. Yet, when | think back; who was the one that taught me the most i.e. what 
course material do | still remember? Who made me really think about whatever they were 
teaching? 
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Surprisingly, it was not always the entertaining, popular type of guy. There are very 
few teachers like a Carl Sagan for example. All of this is a prelude to my observations of the 
Miss Edgar’s graduates’ BIOS. 

For example, there was a French teacher at Miss Edgar’s when | was there called 
Mademoiselle Houpert. Ms H- ran a tight classroom. Nobody talked, nobody blinked. 
Nobody did anything unless Ms H- sanctioned it. Also, they did whatever they did in 
French, period. 

Ms H- was a formidable figure. She stomped around like a Gestapo agent with a huge 
carpetbag full of books. She wore thick-lensed glasses and never smiled. The girls were 
terrified of her. She looked like someone out of a Dickens novel. She did not fraternize with 
the teachers and came and went when she felt like it. 

However, that being said, | was amazed at the fact that all the girls that had taken her 
French course could converse quite well in that language and when they returned, they all 
alleged that the two courses that they had learned from the most were Ms H-‘s and Mr., 
Brandtner, of whom | previously mentioned. 

| watched Mr. B- in action on several occasions. His classes were just the opposite of 
Ms H-‘s. The girls would be running amok, jumping up and down, talking to one another 
and so on. It was organized chaos. Mr. B- had each one of his students make a scrapbook; 
this scrapbook would contain anything that pertained to the Fine Arts or Humanities. The 
girls would talk about this or that painting, architectural structure, sculpture or what have 
you. Mr. B- would expound on these matters and sometimes ramble off into some of his 
World War 1 war experiences. | sat in there and was astounded at some of the information 
that was passed around. 

But, guess what? Every one of those ex-Miss Edgar’s girls had kept their scrapbooks 
and treasured them. Furthermore, they would go on at great length about the joy and the 
fun they had learning under Mr. B-. 

| had an occasion to visit Ms H- at her dwelling due to some corrections that | was 
making to the permanent records that had gotten fouled up. She lived in some apartments 
near Guy and Cote-Des-Neiges. 

My wife drove me down and | ascended the stairs and rapped on the door. Awoman 
in an evening gown appeared. She took me aback at first, as she was a knockout. Then | 
realized it was Ms H- all dressed up. She was on her way out to a party or something. | 
couldn’t believe what | was seeing. She said, “You are surprised, yes?” 

“Yes,” | said. 

| mumbled something or other and tried to make a joke. She was polite and laughed. 
She brought me the required records that | had requested. She invited me in but my wife 
was waiting so | left. | told my wife about this and she thought it very amusing. 

After that when Ms H- would pass me in the hall, she would surreptitiously look over 
at me and give me a brief smile. She was playing her part perfectly and | wasn’t about to tell 
anybody what | had experienced, especially any administrator. 

| often wondered about my influence on the girls. Would it be as positive as Ms H-‘s 
or Fritz’? | hoped so and | certainly tried to stress the importance of educating females. | 
found that most societies that recognized equal rights for women were usually the most 
enlightened and advanced ones. | think | even expressed this idea once or twice upon 
mostly deaf ears. 
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Becoming disillusioned at the apathy and lack of any real interest in the girls’ 
education by the administration, | started to look elsewhere for a teaching position. | 
happened to opine my desire to teach in the USA to one of my brainier math students that 
used to frequent the chemistry lab at noon. She had an uncle in California that would be 
happy to interview me and probably hire me. At least this gave me a contact when and if | 
decided to move to the United States. 

| vacillated about this during my last year at Miss Edgar’s. What really gave me the 
impetus to actually hand in my resignation was the fact that | had found out that Mrs. G- 
wanted to cashier me at the end of the second year, but was strongly advised not to do so 
by none other than the school inspector that had visited us during the year. It seems that 
he was extremely impressed by my “rapport” with girls and found (fortunately for me) that 
my teaching method was to his satisfaction. 

When | discovered this tidbit, | was furious! Mrs. G- would call me into her office 
frequently to meet some candidate for other subjects and ask me if | liked them or found 
them “classy” enough for the school. | always expressed my opinion, which she never 
heeded since she always ended up with some Australian or English frump that didn’t even 
know how to dress, let alone how to act. I’m certain that | heard both Miss Edgar and Miss 
Cramp spinning in their graves. 

Another year with Mrs. G- at the helm was impossible. Her lack of understanding true 
education was only superseded by her lack of leadership. She never made any decision 
without consulting the School Board biddies. Why they ever let Mrs. McClellan go is 
beyond me. 

In any case, by the second semester | had decided to leave and started to prepare for 
a sojourn to the USA. | set about obtaining a passport and a visa that would allow me to 
work in the USA. There were a lot of hurdles to jump but | finally managed to get all my 
papers together. | tendered my resignation towards the end of the year and | don’t know 
whether Mrs. G- was more surprised or relieved. She did manage to complement me for my 
“deep knowledge of mathematics.” This amazed me somewhat for | didn’t think she had the 
capacity to know enough about mathematics to make such a statement. 

A lot of the girls were sorry to see me go and many of them showed up to say 
goodbye and wish me well. | also received several apologies for recalcitrant behaviour on 
their part. But, to tell the truth, | was quite happy to leave. There were too many memories 
of frustrations. But, something good did come out of all this. | felt | really learned 
something about the opposite sex-their wiles and ways of which | was completely unaware 
prior to teaching them. 

There is something very mysterious in being able to impart knowledge. There doesn’t 
seem to be any fixed method although there are all sorts of pundits that will tell you how to 
teach and what to do. Most of the time, these people are the worst teachers. | believe there 
is something unconscious happening. Any class of students will size you up in about ten 
minutes and decide whether you are on their wavelength. I’ve heard all sorts of rubbish 
about motivation. One has to motivate. The only thing that ever motivated me as a student 
was whether the guy or girl up there really knew or believed what the hell they were saying! 

| remember once having a discussion about teaching with a brilliant physicist, with 
whom | had the pleasure of working. We were examining all the theories of education and 
so on when | suddenly had a thought, 

“Maybe,” said I, “We are completely on the wrong track here.” 
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“How so?” my friend asked. 

“Well, suppose it has not that much to do with imparting of knowledge as an implicit 
imparting of love. That might explain how our failures cause some of our students to get 
turned off and go out and commit murders and atrocities.” 

“Oh, God,” groaned my friend as if | had suddenly hit upon some terrible truth. We 
both laughed and continued with our philosophical rambling. 

But then, think about it. When you’re asked about a teacher, you usually have a 
strictly emotional reaction, often unrelated to whether the person was a poor or good 
imparter of knowledge. 

Or, maybe the poor teacher is just a frustrated, would-be comedian or actor that 
needs an audience to love him or approve of him. 

And what about the concept of education and teaching itself? As some wag so aptly 
put it: “Education is the inculcation of the incomprehensible into the ignorant by the 
incompetent.” 

| will end this effort with what Mark Twain had to say about the subject: 

“Them that can, does. Them that can’t, teaches.” 
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Chapter 4 - Lachute 


My intended trip to California and hopes of a new teaching position were hopelessly 
dashed when my wife succumbed to acute nephritis and had to be placed on peritoneal 
dialysis. She had to be taken to the hospital practically on the eve of our impending 
sojourn. Indeed, | had huge marine plywood boxes made and packed ready to ship once we 
had found a place to settle. 

My wife’s life was fortunately saved, thanks to a young, dedicated doctor who 
remained with her all night and made certain that the dialysis was having the proper effect. 
Meanwhile, all my wife’s relatives were milling about and acting as if it were inevitable that 
my wife would die. They had everything arranged for just such an event. Unfortunately for 
their plans, my wife survived and after a few weeks had recuperated but was slated to 
remain on haemodialysis until a suitable transplant could be found. 

All of this was taking place in the summer and fall of 1966. Needless to say, | did not 
have much chance to look for another teaching position. | had saved money for the 
relocation and | opted to use that for sustenance and that way | could better tend to my 
wife. My son was then seven years old. | thought about placing him in some private school 
so that he would have a more stable environment, but he would have none of that. This was 
another factor in my decision to take a year off and try to deal with things at home. 

| had purchased a motorcycle for cheap transportation and managed to commute to 
the hospital two or three times a day. | would see that my son got off to school in the 
morning and as soon as he left, | would scoot down to the hospital. | would then come back 
since my son would have lunch at home. Then | would go back to the hospital and usually 
stay until 5 p.m. whereupon | would come back for supper. My son managed to amuse 
himself or play with his friends until suppertime. 

The doctors were busy installing a shunt in my wife’s arm. They would then hook up 
the artificial kidney to the shunt and “wash” the blood through various filters and then 
replace it. Eventually, some brainy fellow managed to replace the shunt with a fistula and 
the shunt was discarded. 

| won’t go into detail about all of the trials and tribulations | had with the medical 
profession here except to say that they were considerable. | have written about this 
elsewhere so! won’t belabour the point. However, aside from this, one thing was becoming 
very apparent as the year wore on. | was using up all my savings. Not only that, but since 
Medicare had not been enacted, | was paying $200 per treatment and at this juncture, there 
were three treatments a week. 

| juggled my books the best I knew how, but I soon had a wad of unpaid dialysis bills 
stacking up. Furthermore, there was always the challenge of putting enough food on the 
table for my son and myself. My wife mostly stayed at the hospital or would go to her 
parent’s abode, which at that time, was near the hospital. They would feed her and her 
mother and father would massage her nightly to ease the pain that she had endured during 
the dialysis sessions. Sometimes my wife would be able to come home on the weekends. 

One day | took the wad of unpaid bills down to the head doctor and asked him his 
advice on some method of payment. | was pretty certain that | would have to sell the house. 
The doctor took the wad and said, “I’ll se what I can do.” 
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He did plenty. He managed to defray the expenses through the Kidney Foundation. 
This saved me from having to sell my house. Later in 1967 Medicare was enacted and that 
covered most of the future medical expenses. 

By the summer of 1967 it was apparent that | had to seek employment once more. 
The prospects were grim since | had been away for a year and | really did not have any 
contacts. | was not interested in going back to Miss Edgar’s (even if they wanted me). | was 
really fed up with their shenanigans. | scanned the want ads and suddenly had an 
inspiration. | somehow managed to hear that my old Grade 12 math teacher at Granby HS 
was now the principal at Rosemere HS. | phoned him up and he seemed glad to hear from 
me. He invited me out for an interview. | shall refer to him as Dave. 

It had been 18 years since | had last seen Dave. He had aged somewhat but still 
exuded the same, didactic demeanour that | had remembered from my days as a student. 
Dave showed me around the school. It was quite nice-newly constructed as | recall and | 
was impressed with the general ambience. However, there was this huge room in the center 
of the structure with all of this equipment-typewriters, A-V stuff etc. When | asked about 
this stuff, | was told that the government had provided the equipment but as yet, the 
students were not allowed to use it since they were not to be trusted with it. They had not 
figured out a system to protect the gear. | found this rather odd, but said nothing. | thought 
to myself, “What the hell is the use in having all that crap if the students can’t use it?” 

Dave informed me that if he were to hire me, | would have to teach Grades 8 and 9. | 
was not too happy about this but Dave alleged that | could probably move up to higher 
grades in future years. | had no problem with math at that level but | would have much- 
preferred higher grades. However, | was desperate for money so | pretended to be keen. 

Meanwhile, | had answered an ad put in the paper by a school in Lachute. Lachute 
was not that much further away from Roxboro than Rosemere so when the people in 
Lachute asked for an interview, | immediately went there. | sat down with two gentlemen- 
one, a fellow named Michael (pronounced “Mee-kel”) Turner and the head honcho named 
Fred Royal. | was suitably impressed with both men. Mr. Turner was to be the principal of 
the old school until the new regional one was built (now on the drawing board). Mr. Royal 
was the director-general of the whole shebang. Mr. Royal reminded me of one of those no- 
nonsense big-time execs who have their hand on every aspect of whatever project they are 
undertaking. 

Mr. Turner and | hit it off right away but | didn’t think that this would make any 
difference if Mr. Royal did not think | was suitable material. | had brought along what 
information | had about my past courses, method of teaching and so on. Mr. Royal seemed 
genuinely interested in this stuff and after another hour or so of palaver suddenly arose 
and said to Mr. Turner, “Give this man any travelling expenses that might have been 
incurred and come to see me later.” 

With that, Mr. Turner arose and we headed for the office. | was reimbursed for my 
trip, clapped on the back, my hand was shaken and | was told that they would let me know 
within a week or so whether | would be engaged. | figured it was another fiasco but | smiled 
and went on my way. 

The next day I received an offer from Dave to teach the 1967-68 year at such and 
such a salary (the exact amount escapes me now). | didn’t know what to do. | really had 
experienced some bad vibes when in Rosemere. Little things | had noticed bothered me 
and | really did not relish teaching grade 8 or 9 lunkheads again. On the other hand, | could 
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not stall Dave too long since | was desperate for money. Also, teaching in Rosemere would 
mean that | would be able to look after my son as | could return home every night. | decided 
to wait a bit until | heard from the Lachute people. 

A letter offering me a position in Lachute arrived in a couple of days. The pay offered 
was higher than that of Rosemere. Furthermore, | would be teaching Analytic Geometry, 
Intermediate Algebra and Trigonometry. | could not believe my good fortune. Now, | had to 
refuse Dave and | was certain that he would be miffed. | was right and later on when | 
asked him about another job, he didn’t want to know me. 

| quickly arranged for my son to accompany me to Lachute and attend the school 
there. That way | could keep an eye on him during the week. We would then come home for 
the weekends. My wife also would come back home for the weekends so our family would 
all be together during those periods. The only problem was transportation. | had no car and 
certainly no money to buy one. Besides, | did not have a driver’s license. Travelling up to 
Lachute on motorcycle was no problem in warm weather but what about winter? Perhaps 
by that time, | could glean enough money to buy a car or find somebody that commuted to 
Lachute from Montreal. At first | found nobody and sometimes in the late fall, | would run 
into snow on the road just past Laval. | would have to slow down considerably and with my 
son riding on the back of the cycle with me, | had to be doubly careful. 

| will elaborate more on the tribulations of travelling later on in this effort. But | was in 
for a big shock when | started to teach. It seems that Mr. Turner was needed for supervising 
the design and construction of the new regional school so they had appointed an interim 
principal of the high school. His name was Wendell and he looked to be rather unfriendly. 
Here was another instance of having hired on to a job with someone you hoped to work 
and then find out that there was someone else in his or her place. 

Fred Royal came in to the staff meeting the first day, went over the rules, informed us 
of the new acting principal and that was the last we saw of him. The teaching staff, for the 
most part, was the usual admixture of disparate types. There were some interesting 
individuals. They had hired three girls from overseas-a young Scottish girl, a young English 
girl and an Irish girl. The Scottish girl was extremely fetching and had a bit of a hankering 
for me. She invited me over to her place on some pretext or other and later invited me to a 
party. | found her body beautiful but I also found her nasty directly proportional to her good 
looks. | avoided her as much as possible. The English girl was quite nice but looked like 
she had experienced too many bad relationships. We hit it off and | played piano for an 
entertainment show that she later put on with the students. | think | saw the Irish girl once 
or twice and the only thing | can recollect about her was that she was elusive. 

There was a vice principal named Kay. She was a fortyish blond that had some 
Lachute lout mistreating her. At one point this individual became jealous of me because 
Kay would give me a ride to school sometimes on cold winter mornings. My son swore that 
one night when we were sleeping this fellow came in to our apartment. My son pretended to 
be asleep. | didn’t pretend. | was asleep so | don’t know how true the story was but from 
what | hear it was possible since the fellow was truly a nut case, so the locals alleged. 

A lot of the teachers rented apartments on Bethany Street, which was next to a large 
trucking depot. The rents were reasonable and my son and | shared one of these during the 
week. The big problem was food. There was really no good restaurant in town. | was not 
doing much cooking anymore. | just didn’t have the time and the kitchen facilities left a lot 
to be desired; we ate a lot of chicken and peanut butter sandwiches. 
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There was another surprise. The English teacher at Lachute was my old English 
teacher in Granby! Her name was Betty Stanton. She was one of the best, if not the best, 
English teacher | ever had. She was a fixture around Lachute, having been employed there 
since her days in Granby. She was still single, although | suspected there might me 
something going on due to her long stay at that institution. 

Mr. Royal had hired a PhD to teach the other math courses and Chemistry. He was 
also Scottish and very learned. He ended up as head of the science department at one of 
the CEGEPs. | found most of the other members of the staff a mundane lot and they 
annoyed me no end by accosting me the first day | was there, handing me a list of 
recalcitrant or delinquent students along with their IQs. In other words, these are the 
students I’m supposed to hate or pick on during the year. Needless to say, | shocked 
everybody by refusing to even look at the list, explaining that | would determine for myself 
whom | disliked or hated. As it turned out, | didn’t dislike any of the students. Indeed, | 
found that in some cases, the alleged perpetrators were maligned quite unfairly. 

| found one sympathetic soul in the staff room. We hit it off right away and played 
cribbage every moment that we had free. This kept us both out of the rabble in the staff 
room. | managed to get a key to the music room where | could hammer on the piano during 
lunch hour. When I was turfed out of there, | took refuge in the chemistry lab where there 
was a TV set. | finagled the key from Kay and whiled away many a lunch hour watching 
“Jeopardy.” 

Of course, | was pestered about drinking coffee and/or tea. Did | want to contribute to 
the drinking of said fluids? | replied that | did not drink either liquid and graciously declined 
their offer. | had already observed and overheard some of the arguments about the coffee, 
the sugar, who was supposed to clean the cups and so on. | didn’t want to know about 
these imbroglios. 

The teacher’s “duties” consisted of: (1) supervising the students during the lunch 
period. This chore was performed on a rotational basis so that each and every teacher 
could experience the opportunity and utter joy of participation in this worthy endeavour. 
The actuality being that the school would not be insured for accidents or damages unless 
there was supervision. Far be it for the School Board to hire people to do this. Just add 
another burden to already busy teachers. Besides, this would save money. (2) The teachers 
had to take attendance before classes began and sell “milk tickets,” to the students, 
keeping track of the monies and doing the accounting involved. The students used the 
tickets to get cheap lunches. The teachers also were allowed to buy and use these tickets. 
Normally, | wouldn’t think of using these tickets but they had some farm girls cooking the 
food and it was quite tasty. Also, one of the girls took pity on me. She thought | was too 
skinny and she used to give me extra food all the time. Actually, | appreciated this since 
that was about the best-cooked food you could get in Lachute. (3) The teachers had to 
clean up the staff room and see to it that it was neat and tidy and empty and wash the 
ashtrays. This | absolutely refused to do. For one thing, | didn’t smoke so! was not about to 
clean somebody else’s ashtrays. Secondly, | didn’t drink any of their liquids that they 
concocted sol saw no reason to start washing dishes. Third, the janitor was always sitting 
on his ass listening to the radio in the basement. The man only cleaned the blackboards 
when it suited him, which was usually once a month. So it was the same old scene getting 
chalk all over your new suit. 
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| remember this younger teacher, who always had an entourage of young girls 
around him. Incidentally, he was at the Scotch girl’s party imbibing all manner of different 
liquids. Anyway, he would drive me to school on occasion when | could not get a ride from 
Kay or Betty. This day I was sitting around waiting for my cribbage partner who was due 
momentarily. This young fellow started to primp the cushions and dump the ash trays and 
make a great show about “doing his duty.” He looked at me and said, “Well, how about it?” 

“How about what?” | asked. 

“How about helping me with the dishes and ashtrays?” 

“Fuck off,” | countered with a wry smile. 

“Well, just for that, you can find another ride in the mornings!” 

This remark made me break into peals of laughter. And to make matters worse for the 
poor fellow, my cribbage partner had entered just before the young fellow had said this and 
he also was very amused. Of course, the young fellow turned red, got huffy and left. 
However, | was never bothered again about cleaning the staff room. I let it be known that it 
was the janitor’s job, period. 

As for the supervision at lunchtime in the drafty halls, | suggested at one of the 
teacher’s meetings that we could appoint “monitors” from the student body. This would 
mitigate our continued presence and also the younger kids were more likely to heed the 
monitors’ warnings or they might find themselves on the wrong side of a fist. The other 
teachers thought this was a capital idea and seconded the motion. It was implemented for a 
while but as | recall, the administration finally nixed the idea. | guess they figured that it 
was just too easy for the teachers. 

The attendance was not much of a problem although when | later worked at a 
CEGEP, there was a man that was hired just to take the attendance of both teachers and 
students and to make certain that they were in the right classrooms. 

One incident occurred that vexed me considerably. One day after | had sold my 
tickets and returned all the monies in the envelope provided, | was called in to Wendell’s 
office and told that they were short a dollar! 

“Are you kidding?” | asked 

“No, Keith, it seems that we’re a dollar short.” 

“So, ask the secretary.” 

“We have.” 

“And...? 

“Well, she is quite sure that she put in the right amount of tickets and she said she 
counted them twice.” 

“Well, she’s full of shit.” 

“I’m not accusing anybody. | just wanted to get your input.” 

“Well, my input is that you can shove those milk tickets where the sun don’t shine 
and I’Il give you the dollar.” With that | whipped out my wallet and proceeded to extract a 
dollar bill. 

Wendell said, “No, no, that’s not necessary, | didn’t mean to upset you. | just wanted 
to let you know...” 

“Then why am | in here?” 

“It’s OK,” he continued, “I'll take care of it.” 

| left the office and started to think about that bitch secretary in the office. She was 
always giving me grief or dirty looks so! was pretty certain that she was pulling something. 
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| didn’t know what her problem was. She was overweight and a bit nasty on top of that. Had 
| been the principal, | would have fired her the first day. | decided to set a trap for her. 

After this incident, | would call two of the most trusted students to the desk before | 
opened the envelope with the tickets. We three would then count them and the money. 
Everything went along fine until about three or four weeks later when there was another 
discrepancy in the amount of tickets and money. | took the two students to Wendell’s office 
immediately with the evidence. They swore that this was the amount and so on. Wendell 
called in the bitch, whose face immediately flushed when confronted. “Oh,” said she, “I 
must have made a mistake.” 

“Like the first time,” | sneered. 

Wendell got the message and there were no more “mistakes” in the ticket envelope 
for the rest of the year/ 

| mention this bit because it illustrates another facet of administration-placing 
responsibilities on teachers that they should not be doing in the first place and then having 
the unmitigated audacity to chastise them for not doing somebody else’s work for them! 

Wendell was constantly making announcements over the intercom system. Each 
classroom had a speaker and intercom button. There was this big console in the principal’s 
office with a microphone so that the principal could contact any classroom. | don’t know 
whether Wendell was a frustrated disk jockey, but he sure made enough announcements 
daily about one thing or another. The students used to refer to him as “fungus face.” 

One day we were in the middle of a complicated geometry proof. Just as one of my 
students was expounding the solution to this problem, Wendell’s voice started to emanate 
from the intercom speaker. At times | thought | was living in Orwell’s “1984.” Anyway, | 
strode over to the intercom and switched it off. All the students started to applaud and 
laugh. The student at the board completed his proof and all were happy. We then turned the 
intercom back on. 

My geometry classes were usually done in seminar fashion. After mastering truth 
tables, | would explain the methods of proof and illustrate these principles with suitable 
examples. | would always stress to the students that this was one of the few courses where 
they were given the answer to the problem in advance and all they had to do was work 
backwards. Then | would get them to present their proofs to problems at the board. Some 
of them loved to show off and some were shy until they managed to solve something that 
few others could solve. 

Usually when | entered the geometry class, | would grab the desk chair, take it to the 
back of the room, sit down and call out for a volunteer to demonstrate a proof for some 
proposition. In general, | would leave my classroom door open since there was not much 
commotion in the halls at any given time. 

One day whilst | was sitting in the back and one of the students was at the board, 
Wendell walked by the open door as he ambled down the hall. He did a double take when 
he saw the student at the board without a teacher at the desk so he came back and started 
to rant. He never checked the back of the room so | let him carry on a bit and then said, 
“Can | help Wendell?” 

The students started laughing. Wendell then spotted me in the back of the 
classroom. He was confused, of course. 

“Mr. So-and-so (I always referred to older students by their last names) is 
entertaining us with a proof of proposition 12.” 
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“Oh, sorry, | didn’t see you. Just checking. Carry on.” 

He left and that’s what we did. Kay used to walk by and look in as well. It always gota 
laugh. 

Wendell never smiled. | remember going to a staff beer party one night and | don’t 
remember him smiling once. He appeared to be a man that had something constantly on 
his mind. When | first started teaching he was forever on my case for showing up late 
sometimes. | told him that | was doing the best | could coming up on my motorcycle in the 
snow. One day he told me that he was going to have to report me to the Board. The thing 
was, | was never late for class teaching, only late selling those milk tickets. Also, | had to 
make sure that my son got to his class on time and so on. Wendell didn’t want to hear any 
excuses and sure enough, | got a letter from some doctor serving on the Board. 

Well, by this time, | was getting exasperated at all of the petty nonsense and having 
to deal with my son and my sick wife. One day, to top it all off, | even got a ticket for 
speeding in Roxboro, trying to get to work on time on my motorcycle. Fortunately, | knew 
the chief of police. He was aware of my circumstances and took care of the ticket but it was 
just another annoyance. 

| decided that | had had enough so | wrote back that in essence if they didn’t like my 
work, they could get somebody else. At this point | was half hoping they would. To my utter 
amazement | got a sort of bland letter back attesting to the fact that they did not mean to 
ask me to leave or anything like that. | also noticed a difference in Wendell’s attitude so | 
don’t know what happened and frankly, | couldn’t care less. 

By chance | ran into an old musical chum, who knew a friend of his that commuted to 
Lachute daily. He worked at the Catholic school, had five kids and drove every morning 
from Cartierville Bridge. All | had to do was meet him there. | managed to get a ride over 
there from somebody else and | stashed my motorcycle in a garage near my apartment until 
spring. Thus, the tardiness problem was solved. 

Wendell would stalk the halls and check out the staff room from time to time. He 
would always see my friend and | playing cribbage and scowl a bit. | guess we were 
enjoying ourselves too much. Sometimes | would take off early in the afternoon when | had 
no classes so | could get food and run errands. Nothing was said about this, thank God. 

In the fall | ran into an old friend from my college days that lived just outside of town 
with his aging father. | whined about the bad food. He commiserated with me and after 
talking to his father, approached my son and me and asked if we would like to eat at his 
place for the 3 or 4 nights that we were there. We made a suitable financial arrangement 
and went there several weeks. The only trouble was that we ended up eating spaghetti most 
of the time. Their cooking left a lot to be desired and ultimately, we decided to terminate the 
contract. Also, winter was approaching and there was no way | could make it to his cabin 
ona motorcycle. My friend drove us a few times but it was an imposition not included in the 
price. 

At this time the PSAT (teacher’s union) was being formed. Wendell was always 
bugging me to join this movement. | never liked joining anything-especially if it subtracted 
money from my paycheck. Wendell was so adamant and passionate about this new 
movement that he finally talked me into joining. | did so just to placate him for | never 
thought anything good would ever come of it. As it turned out | couldn’t have been 
wronger! Later on, when | needed assistance (which | will write about in a future chapter), 
Wendell, now the head of the PSAT was instrumental in helping me with my problem. 
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As | previously stated, Wendell was usually skulking around the halls and checking 
the staff room. One day when | was playing cribbage with my cohort, he accosted me and 
said sternly, “Keith. | would like to talk to you. Come with me.” 

“Now what?” thought I? 

| diligently followed him to his office. In his office sat Kay and the older secretary (not 
the bitch). What the hell was going on? Wendell went to the window and drew the blinds. 
He then cleared off his desk and said, “I understand that you play bridge.” 

“What th-,” | blurted out. Kay started to laugh. Wendell pulled out a deck of cards and 
started dealing four hands. | was flabbergasted to say the least and started to laugh. | 
pulled up a chair and we played a rubber of bridge. 

“How did you know | played bridge?” | asked. 

“I told him,” Kay answered. Then | remembered telling her a story about my bridge 
playing at high school and winning the booby prize. Oh yes, | actually caught Wendell 
smiling. It was after this that | began to think that he was not so bad after all. | never told 
anybody about this. | think Wendell had requested that | not say anything but | would never 
do that anyway unless any of them said it was OK. 

| think we played two or three times but | can’t remember for certain. As I recall | 
think the bitch was away sick on those days so maybe the three bridge players did not like 
the bitch any more than I. 

One day when | entered the staff room, the place was abuzz with activity. The rumour 
was that a government inspector was arriving from the Department of Education to check 
over the school. There was the usual air of expectancy and | dare say people in 
administration were full of trepidation. 

The next day when | finished one of my classes and went to join my friend in our 
usual game of cribbage, there was a French-Canadian fellow seated in one of the chairs. 
Right away | pinned him for the government official. He was well dressed, fiftyish and 
exhibited the usual mien of a person in authority. He was all by himself seated in a big 
chair. The atmosphere in the room was rather tense. All the teachers were cutting a wide 
swath from the area of his chair. Nobody approached him or talked to him and he seemed a 
bit embarrassed by the staff’s demeanour. My friend and | started to play our usual games 
of cribbage. | would glance over form time to time at the government fellow every once ina 
while only to see that his isolation continued. | suddenly had a thought so | arose and 
walked over to where he was seated and said, “Hi, I’m a teacher here and my name is Mr. 
White.” 

The man smiled and shook my hand and told me his name, which | have forgotten 
and then | said to him, “Can | ask you a question?” 

“Certainly,” was the reply. 

“Do you play cribbage?” 

This took him aback for the moment, but he laughed heartily and replied, “As a 
matter of fact | do?” 

“Would you like to play a game with us?” 

“Right now?” 

“Yup, right now. We have a board and some cards right over there,” said |, pointing 
in my friend’s direction. 

“OK, why not.” 
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| motioned to my friend and he brought over the cards and the cribbage board and | 
dealt out the hands. The man turned out to be a good cribbage player. As a matter of fact, 
we might have made his day because | recollect his getting a 28 or 29 hand (the highest one 
can obtain in this game). The government man was quite nice and a lot of fun. We played 
several games and we all bullshat and became friendly. 

Meanwhile, the other staff members were completely consternated by the goings-on. 
They started to hover around but didn’t know what to say. One of them finally offered the 
government fellow a coffee or something and the atmosphere started to warm up a bit. 
Then Wendell and Mr. Royal entered the room. We paid no attention to them either and 
continued to play. The government man noticed them but kept on playing for a bit and then 
said after the game was over, “Well, it looks like I'll have to go.” 

“That’s too bad,” | said. | added wryly, “They can always wait, you know.” 

This made the government man chuckle and he arose and thanked us for the game 
and accompanied Wendell et al, leaving the staff room. | don’t know what he thought of the 
school or what kind of a report he turned in, but I’m sure he had a lot of fun that day which 
he did not expect to have. 

| received the usual snide remarks, which | had fully expected from the usual 
pinheads that frequented the staff room. There was one teacher that was particularly 
annoying. He was always suck holing around Wendell and assumed the moniker of “vice- 
principal” which was never officially substantiated. | found him to be a bore and one of 
these political assholes who is always trying to find his way up the educational ladder. The 
students didn’t like him very much and from what little | could gather, he wasn’t that well 
versed in the subjects that he was teaching. | also found him a bit too friendly-always glad- 
handing you and trying to get on your good side. 

Since he was always asking me what he could do for me, | decided to check him out 
so | told him | needed to copy some papers and | wanted to use the ditto machine. This 
required his ordering some ditto masters and setting up the machine and so on. Well, after 
a nimiety of excuses, | finally had to do everything myself. Then he had the unmitigated 
audacity of trying to take credit for my success. 

Another time | was summoned to Wendell’s office. It seems that our “vice-principal” 
had recommended that one of the students should be expelled. The reason for this was that 
he had deliberately kicked over a desk when asked to leave the classroom. | inquired about 
this to some of the other students and they told me that the student in question, whom | 
shall heretofore call, Wayne, had big feet and accidentally tripped and the desk fell over. 
This was more likely the real truth of the matter. This “vice-principal” fellow reminded me of 
another character at one of my former employments that used a similar tactic to promote 
himself. That is, pick out some scapegoat, make a case against him, bring it to the attention 
of your boss and act like you are in authority and can manage these types of situations, 
thus impressing the hell out of your boss. 

Well, unfortunately for our VP, Wayne happened to be one of my better math 
students and on a few occasions, I had asked him to come over to the other class section 
to demonstrate how he had proved certain propositions since | found them unique and 
interesting. However, poor Wayne was one of the “bad boys” that had been on that list the 
other teachers had given me at the year’s beginning. | had no trouble with Wayne and 
found him intelligent and cooperative. Just before | entered Wendell’s office, | ran into 
Wayne and told him to keep quiet and | would see what | could do. 
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| entered Wendell’s office and sitting there were our VP, Wayne’s mother, sitting and 
crying, Betty Stanton and Wendell presiding at his big desk. What a scene! Wendell started 
off by asking the VP exactly what was the matter. The VP gave his version of the story and 
alleged that Wayne was not doing well in the rest of his subjects and really started bum 
rapping the kid. Of course, this elicited a flood more of tears from the mother. | didn’t know 
whether to laugh or cry myself, so ridiculous was the scene. | waited for the VP to finish 
and then jumped in and said, “He’s doing fine in my class. As a matter of fact,” | added, “It 
just so happens that I brought my mark book and | can read off all of Wayne’s grades so 
far. Oh yes, Wendell, | have to tell you that I’ve called on Wayne several times to present 
proofs to geometry propositions that only one or two of the other students could solve.” 

Betty Stanton then chimed in, “Yes, and as a matter of fact, Wayne is doing fine in 
my courses as well, so what’s going on?” 

“Oh, thank you Betty,” thought I. Betty was highly respected by the administration 
(not like me, I’Il wager) so hearing this made me feel wonderful. | looked over at the VP and 
he was beginning to lose a bit of his composure. 

Betty continued by opening up her mark book like | had done and began reading off 
Wayne’s grades from class tests and homework and she followed up by saying, “I’m also 
puzzled as to why we’re in here at all. As far as I’m concerned, Wayne is getting decent 
marks.” 

Wayne’s mother stopped crying and she asked, “Wayne won’t be kicked out, then?” 

“Il don’t think there is any need for that from what | can gather.” Looking at VP, he 
continued, “What do you think?” 

“Well, uh, I,” he sputtered, “definitely think there was a bit of a misunderstanding.” 

“Well, that’s it, then,” said Wendell. | think that about wraps it up. I’m sorry, I have to 
go to another meeting.” 

“Yeah, sure!” | thought to myself. However, one thing was certain. Wendell was no 
fool and | was certain that he had twigged to VP and his shenanigans although VP 
continued to skulk around albeit with considerable less impact from then on. 

Wayne finished out the school year without too much grief. | understood from some 
of the scuttlebutt that he was working as a labourer on some farm and had to arise at 4 a.m. 
in the morning. His mother was quite poor so | figured that like most poor people she was 
taken advantage of and treated with the usual disdain. My hope was that Wayne would be 
able to amplify his mathematical talents and there even might be the remotest possibility 
that he could attend college somewhere. 

All in all, it was turning out to be a dismal year. My son was beginning to act up. He 
was then nine and in Grade 3. His class was full of some of the most obstreperous kids | 
ever saw. Every time | would go to his classroom to fetch him or apprise him of something, 
| would open the door to a scene resembling that of a snake pit. The tiny female teacher 
that was trying to impart knowledge to these little louts was usually yelling at them, 
jumping up and down or trying to keep order by some other distraction. The stench that hit 
you upon opening the door was not to be believed! Needless to say, after a few moments 
waiting at the door, there would be the inevitable cacophony of farts, belches and the like. 
The female teacher was a little wisp of a thing and tried her best to maintain some 
semblance of order but the children were having very little of that. 

| would try to see my son during the lunch hour but most of the time he was busy 
playing with the other kids. After school he sometimes would not show up until suppertime 
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even though | had told him that he had to come home to do his homework first. Along with 
this, most of the time he would forget his books, notepad or pencil when he did come 
home. | got fed up with this a couple of times and made him walk back to get them. This did 
not have the desired effect. He would still forget these items regularly. Then to complete 
the picture, he would sometimes disappear on Friday afternoons when my friend was 
supposed to pick us up in his car for the ride back to Roxboro. We spent over an hour 
trying to find him. 

As if that weren’t enough, my son also had a bowel problem. He did not have 
complete control of his sphincter muscle as yet and would shit his pants at a moment’s 
notice. Indeed, | would have to check each leg of his winter jumpsuit for lumps of shit that 
were deposited there. This would mean that | would have to strip him, wash him and the 
jumpsuit. | was getting weary of this, as he was a bit old to be shitting his pants. 

This one day he returned as usual and when he was too quiet, | suspected the worst. 
| felt each leg. Sure enough, there were two huge lumps of shit-one in each leg. My son 
started to cry as usual. | got angry which made him cry all the more. | filled the bathtub with 
water and told him to wash himself and | would be back to dry him. Meanwhile | had to deal 
with his jumpsuit. After I had finished cleaning it, | returned to the bathroom only to find my 
son amongst a plethora of turds surrounding him in the water! He shat in the tub and it was 
all over him. | could have killed him except the sight of all this was too much even for me. | 
started to laugh and then lost my temper. This had the effect of making my son blubber all 
the more. 

We finally managed to clean everything up but it was just one more thing to 
aggravate me. Every day there was something. My wife used to see to these matters, but 
now that she spent most of her time in the hospital, the onus was upon me to deal with 
them. 

My transportation friend had his problems as well. He was married with five children 
and had not received a paycheck from the Catholic School Commission all year. He had to 
borrow money from the bank on the strength of the contract that he had with the school. | 
told him that | would not tolerate this but he had no alternative, he alleged. He had to feed 
his wife and kids. To me, this was monstrous, but | could never get a valid reason of this 
from him even under the most scrupulous cross-examination. | had heard rumours about 
this from some of my fellow teachers but at the time | dismissed the rumours as too 
fantastic. | guess | was wrong. 

All of these pressures were beginning to get on my nerves so when | went home after 
3 p.m., | would turn on the Merv Griffin show on my little portable Sony TV and relax with 
some Alcool and lemon-lime carbonate. | would pour in about 1/3 of a big glass of alcool 
(90 proof as | recall), fill the glass with the soda and get bombed watching the Griffin show. 
Sometimes | would sit down and work out some math problems to relax but most of the 
time, | was so whacked out that even this was nigh on to impossible. 

This procedure became a daily habit and when | finished the year and went back to 
Roxboro, | continued it much to the chagrin of my wife, who now was spending more time 
at home. My wife was very cool about this and she said nothing about it until after | had 
given up the habit later. Being home and back in a more sane and salubrious atmosphere, | 
did not feel the need to get bombed out and | just gave it up. It was then that my wife 
pointed out how shocked she was when she saw me imbibing like that. My wife had 
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obtained a kidney transplant in the summer of 1967 so that helped ease a lot of the tension 
as well. 

As the school year came to a close, contract time was approaching and most of the 
teachers were worried about renewals. Mr. Turner was definitely going to take over the 
principal’s chair and we had a couple of meetings with him to offer some ideas. Mr. Turner 
actually listened and promised to implement some of them. 

A notice was posted on the staff room bulletin board advertising for a math 
department head. Everybody assumed that | would apply for it, but | said nothing. All this 
would have been ideal a year ago, but for me, it was too little too late. There was no one 
thing that made me want to seek employment elsewhere, it was just an accumulation of 
little things that turned me off. | wanted to move on but where to? At this late date, where 
could | find another teaching position? That is when | phoned Dave and was rebuffed. This 
did not dampen my enthusiasm for leaving Lachute but it did make it difficult for me. 

The big day arrived when we were each summoned to Mr. Royal’s office. My turn 
came soon enough and when | entered, both Mr. Turner and Mr. Royal were seated. They 
seemed to be expecting me to inquire about the math department head job so | did. They 
outlined the duties along with the fact that | would have to be available an extra month. The 
increase in salary was hardly worth it and | quickly decided that it entailed a lot more work 
for less money but I pretended that | was interested. 

When they had finished their description, they looked at me eagerly and asked me 
what | thought about the matter. 

“Well, first,” said |, “I’m not the slightest bit interested in this position.” 

“Oh, and why is that?” asked one of them. 

“Well,” | continued, “I’m not interested in teaching here at all next year.” 

This really took them aback. For one thing, it did not give them the satisfaction of 
denying or dickering with me about the math head post and better still, if they had any 
plans to terminate my contract, those too were hopelessly dashed. | had decided before | 
went in there to bite the bullet and just leave. | would figure out where and how to get 
another job later. | think Mr. Turner was genuinely disappointed. Mr. Royal was miffed but 
managed to wish me luck and averred that he would be happy to assist me in any way he 
could. | jumped on this and asked him for a letter of recommendation. Mr. Royal demurred 
and said that he never wrote such letters but would be glad to give me a verbal one. “Just 
tell them to phone me,” he said. 

| did just that and as | will write later, the only thing | got from him was the purple 
shaft. 

Mr. Royal had been one of the Japanese prisoners of war that participated in the 
“death march” from Singapore, so | was told. It made me wonder sometimes just how he 
was able to survive this. As far as | know he never talked about this to any staff member. At 
first | had a certain admiration for him, but there was something elusive about him that | 
could not put my finger on. He seemed to like mathematics and | got the impression that he 
fancied himself good at it and | believe he taught HS math for some years. 

One day he attended one of my geometry classes. | dare say that Wendell or Kay had 
apprised him of my teaching method and he wanted to check it out. He sat at one of the 
empty desks and was checking everything out. | explained to him my method and then had 
a brilliant idea. | would give him the standard problem that | gave all my geometry students. 
| would tell them that when they were able to solve this problem, they had reached the 
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highest pinnacle. | only had one student that managed this. That was a girl at Miss Edgar’s 
whose father was an electrical engineer and actually solved it for her. It took about 10 
pages of proof although if you did it elegantly, it took only one page. 

| sidled over to Mr. Royal and asked him if he would like to try to solve this problem. 

“Certainly,” said he with the utmost confidence. 

| gave him the problem. He thought it was simple like all the students did that first 
attempted it. Then he sat back and realized it wasn’t that simple. 

“Hmm,” said he, “I will have to think about this.” 

“No problem,” said |, but | knew | had him hooked. He spent the rest of the time in 
class doodling with that problem and so did not disturb my class at all. When he left, | 
could tell he was still thinking about it but could not solve it. That ended his coming to my 
classes. He probably did not want to admit that he had not solved it yet. | never divulged 
the proof to any of my students so it was always ready for the student that thought he was 
too smart for the course. 

| can’t end this chapter having the reader think that this teaching year was all bad. 
Some good things did occur. For one thing | was allowed to practice on the grand piano 
they had in the assembly room. The older secretary provided me with a key and | would let 
myself in early in the morning and hammer away on the grand. Sometimes some of the 
students would sneak in and sit listening to me, not realizing that | knew that they were 
there. 

The English girl also had put together a musical revue of sorts. She had worked on 
this throughout the year and had approached me to play piano in this effort. I told her that | 
would be glad to but | would like to play as a trio. One of the students played a bass guitar 
sol set about teaching him some bass lines since he knew practically nothing about chord 
changes. | enlisted my friend, Jacques to come up and play drums for the occasion. 

We had a matinee version for the younger students and | played without Jacques. 
The primary reaction that I received from the little monsters was, “Look at his face!” Aside 
from this everybody seemed to enjoy the effort and were looking forward to the big night 
when the extravaganza would be presented. 

The night arrived and Jacques arrived early to set up his drums. We were both 
backstage puttering around and Wendell kept lurking about keeping an eye on all of us. | 
didn’t know why he was there at first since he wasn’t really doing anything except making 
the students nervous before they went on stage. Then | suddenly realized that he was 
probably there to check on all of us to see if we were smoking anything or getting high in 
some way. Jacques and | both picked up on this at the same time and we started to laugh 
and joke about it, but in musician’s code. | think this annoyed Wendell enough to make him 
leave. As soon as he departed, the tension eased considerably and the students put on a 
great show. 

Everybody seemed fascinated by Jacques. He looked and acted like a professional 
musician and after our performance; he was receiving all sorts of accolades. The English 
teacher was also quite impressed with us. Her role as an impresario had been highly 
successful. 

At the end of the year | learned that the old math textbooks were being discarded. 
Some suit had decided that they were antediluvian and had to go. This meant eighty-sixing 


the following texts: Elementary Trigonometry by Hall and Knight, A New Analytic Geometry 
by Lougheed and Workman, Intermediate Algebra by Tate and some other old standbys. 
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These texts had been used for years but the inception of the “new math” had supposedly 
rendered them obsolete. The powers that be thought that a more modern text that 
incorporated sets, the axiomatic approach and so on would be the way to go. The only 
trouble was replacing the old texts with suitable new ones. | had the misfortune of having 
to use one of these texts at Two Mountains HS the next year. | ended up using the old texts 
for problems since the new texts did not have enough exercises for the students. 

| happened by the main office one day and there was Wendell chucking out all the old 
texts. | grabbed copies of whatever | could that were in good condition. After my year at 
Two Mountains I graduated to CEGEP teaching so | didn’t have to deal with bad texts any 
more. We were allowed to choose our own. 

When the year ended, | was elated to leave Lachute and return to my home. The 
apartment wherein | resided during the year was not dismal, but it was not the Waldorf 
either. It had a small fridge that had about 3 inches of frost all over the inside when you 
opened it. | could not find the control until | defrosted it one weekend and found that the 
control had been frozen and covered with the ice. 

The interior of the apartment was kind of dingy. My son slept on a couch in a small 
room off the main bedroom. We sometimes would eat in the kitchen but the kitchen floor 
was composed of these small tiles that would scrupulously cling to anything that you might 
drop on it. After a few days, your shoes would stick to the floor as you walked across it. No 
amount of swabbing seemed to be effective for very long. 

When we left for Easter vacation | hired a fellow to come in to clean up the place- 
wash the walls, vacuum, dust, clean the bathroom and the kitchen, the whole nine yards. 
We agreed on a price and my son and | left for Roxboro. When we returned we were 
pleasantly surprised by the apartment’s interior. The fellow had done a superb job. The 
place even smelled better. 

The next day the cleaner knocked on the door and came for his payment. | was about 
to make out the check when | detected the fact that the man was visibly agitated. 

“What is it?” | inquired. 

“Well, M’sieu. | had to wash all the walls several times and the kitchen floor- 
Tabernac!l It took me three hours for that.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that,” | sympathized. 

“I know we agreed on a price, but could you spare a bit more. It was really hard. | 
didn’t realize how much work | had to do.” 

“Il could well imagine,” | thought to myself. | asked him, “How much more money 
would you like?” 

“How about another five dollars?” 

| gave him ten dollars more since the job he did was worth about $40. He had only 
asked $9 as | recall. This gesture made him smile broadly and he went away happy. I very 
seldom argue with workmen when they do a good job. I’ve given extra money several times 
when asked and never have regretted it. Indeed, one time the worker returned some of the 
money because he said that he did not need as much as he thought. 

Jacques came up to help me move my chattels that | had brought in the fall back to 
Roxboro; what a relief | felt as | left that town. The only times that | ever returned were the 
times that | came to visit my old buddy and his aged dad. His dad died about two years later 
and my friend also died some years later on Christmas day. 
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Betty Stanton was killed in her car coming out of her driveway one morning. She and 
her car were crushed by one of the huge vans from the trucking company next door. 
Wendell ended up as some regional school head subsequent to his being president of the 
PSAT. Aside from my PhD friend, who ended up as science head at one of the CEGEPs, | 
lost track of the other staff members. There was a class reunion some years later but | did 
not attend. 
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Chapter 5 - Two Mountains 


Well, here | was again without any work. | had no prospects for any type of 
employment, let alone a teaching position. | perused the want ads as usual and phoned up 
some fellow teachers. One of them told me that they might be looking for a math teacher at 
a Catholic HS in Deux-Montaignes. This was a ten-minute train ride away so | phoned up 
the principal of the school there and he told me to come up for an interview. 

| gathered up my usual gear and entrained the next day. | walked to the school and 
was met by the principal, whom | shall call Victor. Victor introduced himself and explained 
that he was the principal, was moving to the regional Catholic school, which was going to 
house both the French and English Catholics. He needed a math teacher and asked me 
about my qualifications. | showed him my course material and curriculum vitae. He seemed 
to be pleased and after some more palaver, we hit it off. | assessed this fellow as probably 
good with students and teachers alike. He seemed to be a no-nonsense type of character 
like Mr. Turner and | got the distinct impression that | would like to work with him. 

We chatted about teaching and education and our ideas seemed to lie along the 
same lines. After awhile, he had to go but he indicated to me that he would like to engage 
me for the coming year. | would be teaching Grades 10 and 11 and because of my training 
in the “new math,” he was doubly pleased. 

Victor did not seem to be concerned about my problems with the train schedule. 
There was no train between Two Mountains and Roxboro between 6 and 9 a.m. | mentioned 
this to Victor and told him that if | were engaged | would have to arrive at the school 
somewhere around 9:15 or 9:30. “No problem,” said he, “we can arrange the schedule 
accordingly.” 

This, of course, was a great relief to me since | could not envision myself taking a 6 
a.m. train and loitering around the school until 9 a.m. On the other hand, | wanted to make it 
quite clear that if engaged, | would be able to take that 9 a.m. train. 

| received a phone call from Victor advising me to phone a Mr. Gardner and apprise 
him of my credentials and so on. | followed up on this and chatted on the phone for about 
2 hour. During our conversation | again mentioned the train schedule and verified that 
Victor had apprised Mr. G- of this. Mr. G- confirmed the fact that this should be no problem. 
Mr. Gardner then made me a verbal offer. Not only that, but he engaged me with a 
considerable increase in salary. | was flabbergasted by my good fortune for | had not been 
away from Lachute for more than a month. A more formal letter outlining the duties, salary 
and so forth followed his oral offer. | scooted over to his office on my motorcycle to meet 
with him and sign the contract. 

| found Mr. Gardner very nice. He welcomed me and asked me what classes | would 
prefer. | told him that | would appreciate the higher grades if possible and would very much 
like to teach trig, intermediate algebra and analytic geometry. He said that he would see 
what he could do and let me know in a few days when to start and what my schedule would 
be. 

My schedule for the year was only revealed to me the day that | started. | had been 
given Grade 10 geometry and algebra and Grade 11 trigonometry and intermediate algebra. 
However, | also was given the purple shaft, as usual. It seems that Victor had been 
assigned to the old Elementary school and another principal had been appointed to 
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oversee us in the regional school. | couldn’t believe this. This was the third time that | 
wound up with a different principal. Furthermore, the principal that they appointed in this 
instance was an ex-nun. | took one look at her and | knew | was in for future trouble. No 
sooner had | thought this than the first words out of her mouth were, “Oh, Mr. White, we 
haven’t gotten around to finishing the final schedule. You will have to come in at 8:45 a.m.” 

“That wasn’t the deal,” | said. 

“I know. Mr. Gardner has apprised me of the situation. We intend to prepare the final 
schedule probably next weekend. Do you think that you can get to school at 8:45? It would 
help us a lot. We have a lot of problems.” 

“I could come by motorcycle | guess. How long did you say it would take you to 
prepare the new schedule?” 

“It should be done within two weeks, I’m sure.” 

| thought to myself, “You knew about this a month ago, what the fuck have you been 
doing all that time?” | was also sure that if Victor had been there, everything would have 
been taken care of. 

| travelled by motorcycle. This required taking the ferry; otherwise, because of the 
geography, | would have to spend at least 45 minutes going around through Cartierville. 
There was a minimum fee for the ferry. This route also involved travelling through Ile 
Bazaar. It took me a few trips to figure out how to spend the minimum amount of time for 
commuting. 

My grade ten geometry class consisted mostly of boys that had taken the course 
twice before. It quickly became apparent that this class was a class of juvenile delinquents. 
The first day | walked into the classroom, | heard a scurry of activity, laughter and so on. 
The first thing | noticed was the clock above my desk. It was turned upside down. | 
pretended not to notice it. Next, | observed that the door to the cloakroom abutting the 
classroom, had been ripped off its hinges and was propped up against the wall next to the 
opening. | pretended to ignore that as well. Then | glanced at the intercom. The speaker 
cone had been completely ripped out. | knew that I was in for some trouble. 

| stood there and looked at them. The buzzing stopped and they eventually took their 
seats. | introduced myself, wrote my phone number on the board and gave them the 
standard spiel about homework. The class did not know what to make of this. | had 
completely ignored their antics and they were stunned and curious. “Any questions?” | 
asked. 

One of the students asked, “What time is it?” This, of course, was asked so that | 
would notice the upside-down clock. 

| looked at my watch and told him the time. Somebody asked me to look at the clock. 
| said, “I never rely on school clocks, the’re always too fast or too slow.” The students were 
disappointed but | then said, “Well, let’s begin learning some mathematics.” 

One of the students then jumped up out of his seat and came to the front and sat 
down beside me. | said, “Well, well, we have at least one enthusiastic student in our midst.” 
| looked at him and asked, “Are you a card player?” This elicited a few laughs. However, 
looking at this individual closely, | realized that he was some sort of a nut case. He had that 
special glint in his eyes that I’ve observed in mental patients. | just let him sit there and 
kept on with the lecture. The other boys were now quieter and were trying to figure me out. 

At this point | was visited by Mr. Gardner and Bernadette (the nun principal). | 
supposed that they were checking up on me to see how | was getting along with these 
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hooligans. When they spotted the boy that was sitting next to me, they took a very dim view 
of it and took him away. “What the hell did | get myself into?” thought I. 

The other grade 10 classes were a bit saner, consisting of the usual admixture of 
male and female teens. They surprised me by pronouncing pi as “pee.” But this is the way 
Greeks pronounce it, so | did not have much of a leg to stand on. 

One day we were doing some problems that required long division. To my utter 
amazement, | observed the students performing this operation by multiple subtractions. 
This required a large piece of paper. | explained that there was a simpler way and showed 
them the old way of “carrying” over the digits. They had a hard time grasping this. | knew I 
was in for some trouble. 

Then | was shown the new math textbooks. | couldn’t believe what I saw. Simple 
things were horribly complicated and complicated things were dealt with simply (when they 
shouldn’t have been). 

There was a paucity of problems. | found also that the answers to most problems 
were never simple. They would either involve long decimals when numerical answers were 
required or complicated algebraic expressions when the latter was required. | took 
umbrage with this because there was certain wisdom in the old texts where simple answers 
to complicated expressions would be the rule. This engendered a certain expectation that 
one should look for the shortest and most elegant solution. Most of the time, it was there 
and that was the message promulgated by the old masters. | think they were trying to 
subtlety instil the idea of “Occam’s razor” and this idea, in itself, usually develops a 
“common sense” approach to mathematical endeavours. 

If one is always obfuscated with all sorts of distractions, the senses are never trained 
to look for a more elegant or shorter solution to whatever problem is encountered. The 
argument against this is the one that avers that in industry, one never comes across these 
neat short answers. This is not always the case either, but one thing is for sure: if you 
haven’t been trained for a certain expectation for simple results, you will never bother to 
look for them. Would Einstein have ever found E=mc? or Euler finding that? 

The new texts weren’t all bad, though. The authors had incorporated the idea of 
cross disciplines-i.e. using algebraic methods in geometric proofs and v.v. They also 
included 3-D geometry, which was sadly lacking in the old texts. There was a teacher’s 
edition as well with all of the answers to the oral questions one was supposed to ask in 
class (in case some instructor lacked the necessary knowledge). 

The class of delinquents were my biggest challenge but after a few weeks they 
settled into actually attempting to learn something. Some of them would still pull capers- 
nothing too serious, really. | recall one of the students wearing a black leather jacket with 
huge letters spelling out “CA-CA” written on his back. It was very hard not to laugh at such 
endeavours. This same individual would imitate jungle sounds like those seen in Tarzan 
movies. Each time he did this, it would evoke some hilarity from bystanders. 

The one student that came up to sit beside me at the beginning of the year was really 
disturbed. He would make these drawings of people with four or five penises coupled with 
other gross illustrations in the background. | kept some of these for posterity but alas, they 
somehow got lost in various moves. 

There was a genuine psychoanalyst at the school that had studied in Vienna under 
Freud’s decuples. | went to see him and we hit it off. We would sometimes play chess, 
discuss various subjects and once in a while he would give me a ride to the train station. 
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| inquired whether | could send him some of my students if | found them too peculiar. 
He told me that he would be happy to interview them and recommend any therapy or action 
to the administration. | eventually sent the student discussed in previous paragraphs to 
him for an analysis. | will refer to this student as Joe. 

First, | must relate an incident that occurred in the delinquent class. Bernadette had 
informed the teachers at one of the meetings that they were to send any students that had 
behavioural problems to the office. She would deal with them subsequently. This sounded 
OK but I preferred to handle my students with humour if at all possible, instead of passing 
the buck over to the principal. Yet there are occasions when you have to do just that. 

The teachers were given special cards to fill out for this purpose. These cards would 
then be given to the principal and the student would have to report to her after school for 
punishment. | liked the idea of the cards for when the students started to get too 
obstreperous | would instantly whip out the cards, making out like | was going to put some 
name down. This worked most of the time and they would quiet down. | found out that they 
did not like being kept after school by Bernadette until 6 p.m. or later. This put a damper on 
their activities in the late afternoon-like going to the poolroom, pushing dope or some other 
interesting pastime. 

Joe would attend the math class, sit quietly and work on his drawings. When he tired 
of this, he would start to act up. | finally had to send him to Bernadette. The first time | did 
this, there was a knock on my door about 20 minutes later and there was Bernadette with 
Joe alleging that Joe was sorry and would it be all right for him to come back to class. | told 
her that it would be fine as long as he did not disturb the class anymore. 

This scenario kept occurring, each time the period of his absence decreased so that 
tossing him out of class had no effect any more. Joe, realizing this, really started to 
become obnoxious. Finally, one day | threw him out and told him not to come back until | 
said it was OK and he was to apologize to the class for disturbing them again. He stomped 
out and ten minutes had not gone by before he appeared once again at the door with 
Bernadette. Bernadette came on with her standard line, “Mr. White, Joe is very sorry for 
disturbing the class and would like to come back in.” 

“No way,” said I, “until he apologizes and promises not to do this again. It’s 
becoming quite tiresome.” 

“I’m certain that he knows that. | would very much like you to let him come back in.” 

“I said no.” 

“Mr. White, | must insist.” 

“Read my lips, | said no and | mean no, period.” 

Now the class had quieted down and the atmosphere was getting a bit tense. 
Bernadette still persisted saying, “Mr. White, | must insist. We can discuss this later.” 

| had already done this once before and nothing came of it so | answered, “He’s not 
coming back in here today and that’s final.” 

“Yes he is,” said Bernadette. “Go sit down, Joe.” 

“Bernadette, if you let him back in here, I’m out of here.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Just what I said. Joe either stays out and does what | said or | walk and you can find 
somebody else to teach the course.” 

“Well, that’s fine. You can do what you want, but he’s coming back in.” 
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With that | threw the chalk with an histrionic gesture into the tray at the bottom of the 
blackboard and stomped out, leaving Bernadette to deal with the class. Before she had 
realized what had happened | was on my motorcycle headed for home. | intended to stay 
there and look for some other work. | was not fooling. My wife got very upset when | told 
her what had happened. She was afraid that we would not be eating for a while. 

| heard nothing the next day. | didn’t care, to tell the truth. Once | make up my mind to 
do something like that, | never look back and | don’t let it fester in my mind. It’s done and 
I’m usually persuing some other interests, which was exactly what | was doing. 

Two days went by before they called. I figured they could not find anybody else or by 
some miracle, they had figured out that | had a point. | spoke to Mr. Gardner and he 
understood and asked me to go to see Bernadette. | told him that | was not about to if Joe 
was going to come back into class without the proper apology. He agreed to this and so the 
next day | walked into Bernadette’s office. She was all beet-raced and started to carry on. 
Said she, “In all my years of experience, | never had anything like this happen.” 

She was about to add something when | said, “In all the years of your experience you 
failed to learn the fundamental rule of being in authority,” 

“What do you mean?” 

“You obviously have learned nothing in your twenty years if you acted the same way 
with others that you did with me.” 

Her face even got redder as she started to sputter something. She finally said, “I’m 
quite capable as a principal otherwise | would not be here.” 

“Yeah, well let me tell you something. One of the first things you learn when you are 
in authority is NEVER to undermine the people in charge that are under you. If you don’t 
know that, you should find some other work.” 

| thought that Bernadette was going to have apoplexy. She said, “I am the principal 
and I asked you to take Joe back in the class.” 

“And | said no, and you know why | said no and you should have had the insight to 
realize what was going on. In any case you should have never undermined my discipline.” 

“Well, we have different viewpoints.” 

“Yes, the right one and the wrong one. | suggest you check out your viewpoint with 
Mr. Gardner or even some of your fellow administrators. And by the way, you still haven’t 
made the new schedule that you promised at the beginning of the year. If you are sucha 
wonderful principal, how come you’re not taking care of business?” 

Bernadette did not know what to say, but she promised that the schedule would be 
done before the cold weather. 


When | returned to teach the class, the students were naturally curious about the 
subsequent events. Before | commenced lecturing there was a knock at the door & 
Bernadette appeared with Joe. Joe was looking rather sheepish & Bernadette announced 
that he had something today. Joe apologized for his behaviour & stated that he would 
behave. As soon as he had finished this utterance the rest of the class applauded. | found 
this very gratifying since in my experience in teaching | have found that most students are 
really quite fear when circumstances become somewhat strained. Their approbation was 
welcome but Bernadette was still a bit miffed. However, | had little or no trouble from either 
Joe or Beradette for the remainder of the year. Was Bernadette’s promise of rearranging 
the schedule ever implemented? It was not, but they did find me a ride with a fellow teacher 
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that lived in Roxboro. His name was Leo. He was from Jamaica and had a big problem-he 
was a racist. Aside from this defect, he was a very amiable fellow. He went out of his way to 
pick me up in the mornings and never left me waiting in the cold someplace. 

However, that being said, Leo would go on a rant almost daily, citing some injustice 
that had been perpetrated on a fellow black man. | listened to his screed for a while until | 
could stand it no more. So one day | started to argue with him. He became extremely 
defensive and started yelling and screaming at me in the car. He looked so ridiculous that | 
began to laugh at him and | told him to calm down, that I was not his enemy and that | didn’t 
give a shit what colour he was-he was still offensive when he carried on in such a manner. 
This calmed him down a bit but | figured that | had blown my ride. 

Not so; much to Leo’s credit, the next time | saw him, he was all smiles again and 
after a day or two was right back ranting as usual. | found that no matter how heated the 
arguments became, we always parted friends and he never denied me a ride if | needed 
one. | have to admit that some of the stuff he told me was very disturbing. 

One of the female teachers used to keep a notebook full of all of the racial injustices 
that she would find in newspapers. She was Irish and more often than not, | would see her 
at her desk pasting in this or that item from some rag. None of the other staff members got 
along too well with Leo. He was outspoken, rude and would start to rave at a moment’s 
notice. | had learned how to placate him and so got along famously for the most part even 
in the car. | genuinely liked the fellow, He was very intelligent, albeit, misguided at times 
and was a good friend and would do most anything for you if he liked you. Some days he 
would appear in African garb. | would always break up when | saw this and we would have a 
laugh together. Leo did have his problems, however. 

One day he went off the deep end in his Latin class (which he would sometimes use 
as a soapbox). He confronted a student that had the audacity to disagree with him about 
something and put his face right up to the students and said “Fuck you.” This act did not 
go over too well when the administration heard about it. The staff room was abuzz with 
some of his other antics as well so the administration decided to give him a two-week 
vacation. When he returned to work, he was a bit more subdued although he still went ona 
rant from time to time in his car. 

The first week | was at Two Mountains, | was invited by some of the other teachers to 
imbibe some spirits with them at the local watering hole. Two of the teachers were 
Americans-one had done military service. There were several other teachers there and as 
usual they were giving me “heads up” on all of the things | should look out for. Nothing 
much drew my attention until they mentioned something about the pay checks. My ears 
perked up. As | recall, we were supposed to be paid every Wednesday. At the time | thought 
it was on a Thursday so when they opined that they had only been paid on Thursday, | 
didn’t quite twig to why they were bitching about it. Then they added that sometimes the 
administration would withhold checks just to see what you would do. This sounded a bit 
far-fetched to me but | kept it in mind. 

The next Wednesday when our paycheck was due, we received word through 
Bernadette that the checks would be a bit late. They were having trouble at the bank. 

“When will they be ready?” | asked when in Bernadette’s office. 

“Late this afternoon or definitely tomorrow morning,” she answered. 

This was beginning to sound suspicious. There were some other teachers standing 
there and we all looked at one another and then left. 
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The next day | again went to Bernadette’s office. There was no check but it was 
definitely arriving this afternoon, she averred. 

“What time would that be?” asked I. 

“It should be in by 1 O’clock.” 

“Pll be back,” and | sauntered off. 

| returned to Bernadette’s office about 1:15. “Got my check?” | asked. 

“It’s not in yet.” 

“LIl tell you what. I’m going home now and when you get the check, you call me and 
’ll be happy to come back to work.” 

“Are you serious?” 

“Deadly serious. See ya.” 

| turned around to walk away when another math teacher entered the room and 
demanded his check; Bernadette gave him the same spiel. This teacher said the same thing 
that I did. He was walking until he received his pay. Bernadette started sputtering. Then Vic, 
the other math teacher entered and asked, “Where’s my check?” 

“We haven’t gotten them yet. Mr. White and Mr. So-and-so is also waiting.” 

“That may be. But unless the check gets here in 20 minutes you can find another 
math teacher.” 

“Wow,” thought I. “This is great. The whole math department is going to leave unless 
we get our bread.” 

Bernadette shouted, “Wait a minute. I’ll phone right now.” 

She phoned the persons responsible for making out the checks and wanted to know 
where they were. They started to give her some hype so Bernadette said, “I don’t want to 
hear this. Unless you get those checks over here in 20 minutes, we won’t have a math 
department any more. They are about to walk out right now.” 

There was some silence as she listened to what was said. Then she said. “You don’t 
understand. They’re about to leave and | see some others coming in as well. If you keep 
this up, we won’t have any teachers; twenty minutes!” and she slammed down the phone. 
Then she pleaded, “Please stay another few minutes.” 

By this time more of the teachers had entered and were getting a drift of what was 
going down. We waited and in another ten minutes, we all got our checks. Furthermore, 
there was no more hanky-panky with our checks for the rest of the year. 

The staff room was quite large and contained a motley crew of individuals. As | 
mentioned we had blacks, Irish, WASPs, WASCs and even some priests. As usual, being an 
inveterate card player, | quickly found bridge and hearts players. Most of the time, the 3 
math teachers would be playing with a priest. | heard some great stories about possession 
and exorcism as well as other interesting vignettes on people’s experiences so | also 
received an education of sorts listening to all of this palaver. 

The other math teacher, whom | shall refer to as “Moe,” was an ex-cop and was one 
of these teachers who tried to infuse social values into his students as well as subject 
knowledge. I’m a bit suspicious of these types since | believe that task should be left to 
parents or educators, not teachers. Moe was also working on his Master’s degree in math, 
but unfortunately, he had little knowledge of the subject. He could just about handle the 
Grade 7 or 8 that he was teaching. 
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Moe arrived one day crying the blues. He had been given a take-home exam with all 
sorts of math problems that he had to complete and hand in within a certain time period. He 
asked for Vic’s and my help. 

“No problem,” we said. 

“Vic will do half and I'll do the other half. How about that, Vic.” 

“That’s fine with me.” 

“Which half do you want?” 

“It doesn’t matter.” So we split up the problems. Moe was stultified. He then thanked 
us profusely. | added, “After we get through, you’re going to have to convince those 
assholes that you know what you are talking about.” 

“Yes, yes,” Moe declared. “Ill study the answers and I’Il be prepared.” 

“Good, that'll be fifty dollars,” said | with a straight face. | looked at Vic and he was 
smiling, then we both started to cachinnate. 

“You guys!” said Moe. 

It took us about a week. Some of the problems were actually hard, but | suspect that 
the people that gave him these problems had already decided to grant him a Master’s 
degree because of his enthusiasm in teaching. The students seemed to like him and look 
up to him so who am | to criticize? 

Leo had quite a different opinion of him. It seems that Leo had applied for a position 
somewhere and was just about to land the job when they got a phone call from Moe 
advising them of what had occurred in the classroom (the “fuck you” incident). | didn’t 
know how true that was but the rumour supposedly came from a good source. 

As an aside, | also applied for some positions and was summarily rebuffed by all the 
persons | went to see. | whined about this one day at the bridge table and the next thing | 
knew, I received a phone call from one of the school boards that had originally rejected my 
submission. They wanted to talk to me again, they had made a mistake etc., etc., | was 
curious about being summoned back for an interview and even more curious when they 
kept trying to talk me into taking the job. Even though | needed the job at that juncture, | 
just could not see myself teaching the courses or the classes that they offered me so | 
respectfully declined. It was only later that | found out through a reliable source that Moe 
had actually telephoned the school board’s personnel manager to recommend me. So, 
maybe Leo’s accusation was possible and accurate after all. 

The new regional school was huge and the majority of the staff and students were 
French. The section of the school that we were housed in was part of the school that was 
reserved for the mentally retarded students. Whether this was a comment on the English 
speaking students is anybody’s guess. Suffice it to say that | quickly learned that the true 
minority class in Quebec were the English Catholics. 

The English Catholic teachers had their own staff room and as mentioned, a tiny 
section of the regional school. There were no extra “duties” to perform since the Board had 
seen fit to hire monitors to patrol the halls and check out the bathrooms. Any student 
caught in either location was instantly detained and marched off to the proper authority. 
The monitors were either male or female. One of our monitors was a robust, 50 year old 
French Canadian girl whom I saw handle a couple of teens that made the mistake of giving 
her some lip. After she grabbed them by the scruffs of their necks, they were trundled off to 
one of the offices for further discipline. However, even with these people keeping an eye on 
things, | still was accosted by various teenagers that were practicing the world’s oldest 
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profession right in the halls of that establishment. Some of us also witnessed some dope 
deals as well. This is one of the failings of a large, regional school. The population is so 
large and diverse that you cannot keep track of all the criminal or delinquent behaviour. 
Individuals are lost in the anonymity of numbers. 

There was really no place to go during free periods. Going back to Roxboro during 
the day was out of the question and the location of the school was such that even a trip to 
the center of town would be a waste of time. So, the teachers would spend their free time in 
the staff room and of course, card games were a very pleasant way to while away the time. 
As I| recall, there were no cribbage players, but there were enough bridge players about so 
that’s the game that | played the most while there. 

The first semester passed and my schedule still had not been changed. Christmas 
vacation was coming up and | didn’t want to keep depending on Leo for my transportation 
to school. | told Bernadette as much and she promised to see to the updating of the 
schedule. 

Needless to say, this did not happen. | phoned just before returning to work and 
finding that the schedule had still not been changed, | decided to stay home. | believe | 
phoned Mr. Gardner again. In any case, an exasperated Bernadette, who alleged that she 
and her cohort had worked the whole weekend for many hours on the new schedule, 
contacted me. She went on and on about how long it took them and so on. Her whining did 
not move me in the least. She should have done this before | even started to work. This was 
the original arrangement agreed to when I was engaged. 

Now | could take the 9 a.m. train. This train arrived in Two Mountains about 15 
minutes later. Two Mountains was at the end of the line. | would then detrain and take a taxi 
to the school, arriving before 9:30. | would teach my classes and then return home on the 
later afternoon train. Since both trips were anti rush hour traffic, it was ideal. When the 
warm weather commenced around May, | switched back to travel by motorcycle. | enjoyed 
the fresh air but | still reverted to the train ride when the weather was inclement. 

Of course things were going along too smoothly. There had to be a fly in the 
ointment somewhere and sure enough, towards the end of the school year, we were 
informed that the English Catholic section was being phased out at the end of the year and 
we would be taken over by the North Island Regional School Board. This was a Protestant 
Board but the government had directed them to incorporate all of the teachers and find 
them positions in their schools. When | heard this, | was quite disappointed. | had heard 
that we would probably wind up with all of the shitty jobs since the North Island people 
always gave the teachers that had been teaching the longest their choice of courses. | 
could see myself ending up with either obstreperous puberts or mentally challenged 
teenagers. | panicked and started to seek other employment. That was the bad news. The 
good news was that they had to find us all positions somewhere. 

Before | press on, | must cite an incident that might prove instructive. As | mentioned 
earlier the teachers were given these white cards to fill out & give to Bernadette when any 
of the students world act up. The poor student would have to remain after school & usually 
were assigned some menial task until 6 p.m. | would periodically whip out these cards 
when a student or students would become too obstreperous & with an histrionic flourish 
would retract my pen from my jacket & pretend to write. This would usually produce the 
desired effect & quiet the offending student. Most of the time when the students departed | 
would then toss the cards in the waste basket. | didn’t/t think that the punishment really fit 
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the crime & | did not really want to punish the students for peccadilloes. Bernadette got 
confused since some of the boys would report to her after school & she would have no 
white cards & thus would let the student go. One day, just as | was chucking the cards in 
the wastebasket, one of my delinquent students came back to the class room to retrieve his 
book or something. He spotted me, catching me | the act. He looked puzzled & before he 
could say anything, | asked him not to reveal what he saw, He promised to keep his mouth 
shut. Whether he did or not | don’t really know but | noticed that after this incident | hada 
lot less trouble with the boys. 

One of my fellow teachers, whom | will call Nelson, had warned me that such a thing 
might happen during one of our drinking bouts at the local tavern. Nelson had done time in 
the American army and could really pack it away. He could drink almost anybody under the 
table. Now the reason | mention this will become clear in due course. 

The CEGEP system was just beginning and a lot of the high school teachers were 
vying for positions in this system since the hours were a lot better and the students more 
mature. Unfortunately, there was a spill over of the wrong types that somehow got a 
foothold in the new system and attempted to import their cronies. This did not fly a lot of 
the time; since frequently their cronies were not qualified to teach at the CEGEP level. This 
gave people like me a bit of an edge. 

| started canvassing the various CEGEPs and finally landed an interview at Dawson 
College. | was seen by a fellow whom | will call Lou. Lou glad-handed me and seemed 
extremely friendly. We hit it off right away and he hired me on the spot. He clapped me on 
the back, shook my hand and said, “Welcome to the staff, you’re now part of the team.” He 
promised that there would be a letter forthcoming that would confirm the offer in writing 
and since the secretary was away from her desk right now; they would type it and send it 
as soon as she returned. | was elated and relieved. The courses were mostly advanced 
math courses and the hours were good. So was the pay-it was a lot more than | was getting 
at the high school. As I recall, this all happened on a Monday. | went home and apprised my 
wife of my good fortune and we went out to celebrate. 

On Wednesday when | arrived back home after running some errands, my wife had 
this “down-in-the-mouth” expression on her face. “What had | done now?” thought I. | 
inquired as to why she looked so depressed. 

She answered, “I got a phone call from Lou.” 

“Yes? When does he want me to start?” 

“He doesn’t” 

“What do you mean?” 

“He says the math department made an error. They already had their quota filled 
when he hired you.” 

”What?” 

“He said he was awfully sorry but it could not be helped and he wishes you luck in 
finding another teaching position.” 

“Oh, great,” | moaned. “I just gave my notice to the North Island Board. Now I’m 
really fucked.” 

| phoned Lou back but it was no use. He was very apologetic but he could do 
nothing. | was furious. What was I| going to do? After | calmed down, | began to have an 
idea of what to do. | picked up the phone and phoned Wendell, who was now the PAPT 
president, perhaps he could do something for me. | phoned him and amazingly | got 
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through to him. | told him what had happened and then said, “Man, you remember all that 
talk about the union and trying to get me to part with my money? Can you do anything for 
me now?” 

“| know Lou very well. | went to school with him. We were in the same class. | can’t 
believe that he would do anything like this. I’Il phone you back.” 

Was Lou really the innocent character that Wendell thought? Somehow | doubted it. 
Anybody that could pull this kind of a stunt must have some sort of a character defect. 

| heard from Wendell after about 15 minutes. “Keith, it’s Wendell. | can’t get you into 
Dawson, but there is a position open at the Vieux Montreal CEGEP in the English section. 
I’m setting it up for you and you can call Mr. So-and-so tomorrow and iron out the details.” 
Wendell then hung up. 

So ended my days at Two Mountains and the North Island Regional School Board. 
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Chapter 6 - Vieux-Montreal 


Some of the readers out there (if there are any) might want to know what the Hell 
“CEGEP” stands for. It is an acronym for Collége d’Enseignement Général Et Professionel 
(translation: “College of general and professional education”) The Quebec government 
decided to found a system of education that would integrate the technical schools, junior 
colleges, secretarial schools and so on and confer a certificate known as the DEC (Diplome 
d’Etudes Collegiales; translation: Junior College School Certificate) upon the graduates of 
the institution. You might say that the CEGEP was more or less equivalent to a junior 
college except that it had a broader spectrum of courses. One might well ask why anybody 
would need a “Junior College” at all because if and when you graduated from high school, 
you were either ready for university or not. In the past if you were not university material, 
you ended up in the work place or pursued further education elsewhere, such as a 
technical school or the like. 

The “bible” of the CEGEP was called the Cahier and contained a brief description of 
all of the courses-most of them terse and vague. The mainstay was the Humanities course 
(the vaguest of all), a loosely defined conglomerate of almost any subjects that were 
unscientific. These courses were mandatory, naturally. 

The DEC was awarded after three years and supposedly allowed the graduate to 
continue as a sophomore in any university. However, it soon became clear that except fora 
few CEGEPs, the DEC wasn’t worth the paper it was printed on and some universities 
would not allow students to enter into the sophomore year. The government intervened and 
threatened to withdraw funding to the universities that did not recognize the DEC degree. 

To illustrate this point, | have to relate an incident that occurred whilst | was still 
living in Roxboro. | had this neighbour friend, whom | will call, Jim, that was a chartered 
accountant. Jim and | were talking one day about the new CEGEP system and Jim had 
some trepidation about the fact that the business market would be flooded with accounting 
grads that would then usurp the positions from the older established accountants. | 
assured him that there was probably enough jobs to go around, but Jim insisted that this 
was not so. 

Anyway, after a few years had elapsed, | had occasion to socialize with Jim once 
again and he was ecstatic about the CEGEP system. He told me that he or his cohorts 
didn’t have to worry about any of the graduates from CEGEP usurping their jobs since the 
CEGEP grads were very badly trained and usually incompetent at any form of accounting. 

It gradually became clear to me that the real reason for the CEGEP system was 
political. There was a plethora of teens, high school dropouts and graduates roaming the 
streets looking for non-existent jobs. Worse still, was the fact that a lot of these individuals 
could vote and that might possibly topple the government people in power. Needless to 
say, the elected officials certainly did not want that so some bright spark thought up the 
CEGEP system, which one might consider as a form of “recycling”. Thatis, get them off the 
streets and give them something to do until we can figure something out. 

Well, the plan worked since at first, there was no charge for courses offered and no 
entrance requirements. So, the CEGEPs that sprang up were quickly filled. The government 
took over old abandoned schools, one-time technical schools and secretarial schools. 
Gradually, the uneducated rabble was phased out and a minimum educational requirement 
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was adopted before students were allowed to enter CEGEP. Subsequently, the students 
found themselves having to pay for this new education. 

The good side of all this was the teaching position offered by these institutions. If 
one were lucky enough to get hired, one would find that the teaching hours were much less 
than high school and the pay was considerably higher. Also, the students were more 
mature. The drawback was that a lot of high school teachers managed to acquire CEGEP 
status even if their educational accomplishments were sadly lacking. 

However, in due course, a lot of CEGEPs finally required their instructors to have at 
least a Master’s degree. The exceptions to this rule were professions such as music or 
certain technical disciplines where there were no formal degrees granted but where it was 
obvious that the instructor was extremely competent in whatever the field was. 

Well, at least | had a job-but at a French CEGEP? To make a long story short, it took 
me about a month to get everything organized and finally when | did get to see the math 
department head, who hardly spoke any English. The head of the Science Division, a Mister 
Marsan, also spoke very bad English. However, they seemed really friendly and made me 
feel right at home. 

The edifice itself was very large and encompassed a whole city block abutting 
Sherbrooke and Jeanne Mance streets. The main entrance was on Sherbrooke Street and 
housed the first floor. However, due to the slope of Jeanne Mance, when entering the side 
entrance, you would find yourself in the basement. The classrooms were all over the place 
and | had a hell of a time finding the various rooms where | was supposed to teach. Indeed, 
the fellow they hired to check on the class attendance also was confused and he 
erroneously reported me absent when | was not. 

The first thing that the students did when | started any course was to huddle around 
my desk and determine how we could all change the schedule so that none of us would 
have to come on Fridays. They also tried to find better classrooms with more comfortable 
desks and bigger blackboards etc. Once we had agreed on all of these options, we let the 
attendance fellow know where we were and what time we were coming. As long as he could 
account for us all, the administration was satisfied. They didn’t seem to worry about our 
coming in on Fridays. They were only concerned with all the subject matter being taught in 
the proper number of hours. 

When | first commenced the calculus course, | had about 65 students. | was in a large 
classroom but even so, there were a lot of students that had to stand. Furthermore, a lot of 
the students had not passed the necessary math courses to be in there in the first place. It 
seems that some oaf in the front office had made a serious error. Some of the students 
decided to protest and sought out Mr. Marsan. 

Mr. Marsan backed me up when some of the students found my subject too 
challenging for them and went protesting to him at his office. His reply was, in his best 
English, “If you don’t like it, | will personally hold the door open for you.” That was the end 
of any more protestations. 

Subsequently, the large class was split up and the students were properly classified 
and placed in their appropriate classes. This greatly reduced the class number to a 
manageable amount. Furthermore, most of them had the necessary preparation to take on 
the calculus course. 

| went to a couple of math meetings but there wasn’t too much communication. | 
showed them my course material and they seemed to like that so they left me alone. They 
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also let me take a full month’s vacation at Christmas time due to the scheduling and| hada 
chance to take a quick trip to Florida. | also was given some extra courses and they paid 
me overtime. | used this money to buy myself a Cadillac. When I told Wendell this, he was 
bowled over. 

| had some great students that year. | had four of them that got 100% in one of my 
subjects. However, | and another fellow were the only English teachers in the CEGEP. | was 
assigned a desk in one of the staff rooms that also housed a rabid female separatist that 
would go off on a rant at a moment’s notice. However, the other guys were cool except fora 
French fellow from France that never would say anything in English. Even the separatist 
would rave in English at times. 

The year | taught there full-time was 1969-70 during that entire furor with Cross and 
Laporte. There were all sorts of characters running about and sometimes coming in to my 
classroom reading some manifesto or other. | always let them in since they were polite and 
would ask permission to speak to the class. | believe in free speech so | let them in despite 
the catcalls from my students. After they finished their spiel, they would always thank me 
and leave. 

During the October crisis, a lot of the French Canadian teachers would go out of their 
way to speak English to me. One day when | was perambulating around the halls, | was 
called into their staff room. They sat me down, gave me a beer and wanted to know about 
my history. How did! end up in a French CEGEP and so on? Then they would start grinding 
axes and bum-rapping the USA. This, of course, would get my dander up and before I knew 
it, we were in a violent argument. Then the bell rang for the next class. We stopped arguing 
and they clapped me on my back, sent me out the door and told me to come back anytime 
and we would continue our discussion. Actually | did go back a couple of times and after 
some bitter disagreement, we would always shake hands and go to our classes. By the 
way, as | recall, they had their own beer on tap in that room. 

| also used to sometimes think to myself that they might even have Cross stashed in 
the basement somewhere. | think | even said this as a joke to my two cohorts in the office | 
occupied. They had a good laugh. 

These two men were quite puzzling. They seemed to know what event was going on 
politically before it happened. | remember one of them saying that Trudeau should invoke 
the War Measures act to quell any more shenanigans. The next day, guess what? Trudeau 
invoked the War Measures act. When | thought back on it later, | remember some of the 
things these guys said and they always seemed to occur. 

The other English teacher there was a fellow whom | shall call Thad. Thad and | got 
along well together and after a few months he even came over to supper at my hours a 
couple of times. Thad was a big man; all muscle and his parents were immigrants. Thad 
would supplement his income by working in construction during the summer months. | 
believe he told me that this is the way he financed himself through university. From what | 
could gather, he was a good teacher and his theory about any course was that you had to 
teach it three times before you really knew what you were doing. The first time, you are just 
getting to know the subject yourself but still make mistakes. The second time, you have 
corrected your mistakes but you now are trying to put it across better to your students. The 
third time, you are sure enough of yourself to present your subject well but you are putting 
the final touches on the correction to the mistakes you made the other two times. Finally, 
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after the third time, you now have everything down and are ready to teach the subject 
properly. 

| laughed heartily when | first heard his theory, but as | gained more experience | 
began to realize that he might have something here. Indeed, my vector geometry course 
might be the best illustration to Thad’s theory, which | will touch on in my chapter on 
Champlain. 

Now | must backtrack a bit. When Wendell arranged the Vieux Montreal position for 
me, he told me that it was a one-year contract only. This was in contrast to the deal that | 
would have had at Dawson. Had | obtained the position that was promised me, it would not 
be a one-year only type of deal unless | really screwed up royally. Thus, | could look 
forward to trying to attain another position when this year ended. 

In desperation | phoned some of my old teaching cronies, amongst them, Nelson. 
When | finally tracked him down, | found that he was now a principal at a school set up in 
Oka where they took over an old monastery! As soon as | called him, he asked, “Where the 
hell have you been? We were looking for you.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“We needed a math teacher for your old classes. | was going to hire you.” 

“I thought the North Island people were taking you over.” 

“They were, but since they couldn’t find all the positions, they decided to put the 
ones that were left up here.” 

“Jesus Christ. | got a job at a CEGEP. It’s only for a year. How about a job?” 

“I'd like to, but | can’t now. | had to hire some other guy. How about coming up to see 
me?” 

“Sure, but how the hell did you get to be principal?” 

“You’re not going to believe this.” 

“Try me.” 

“Well, you know Mr. X, the man that hires and signs the contract?” 

“Yeah, I’ve heard of him.” 

“Well, he was in the tavern one day and was complaining abut the takeover and the 
fact that he had to move some of us into this Oka place. He said he didn’t know who to get 
for a principal so | told him | would make a good principal.” 


“Yes and...” 

“Then he said, ‘I'll tell you what. If you can drink me under the table, I’ll make you 
principal’” 

“You’re putting me on.” 

“No, I’m not.” 


“Obviously, you won.” 

“That’s right and I’ve got more stories to tell you about this asshole. So come out 
and check out the school. You know your old class of delinquents is also here.” 

“All of them?” 

“Most of them. They failed the math exam again.” 

| did go out to see him. It was wonderful to see an old friend making it as a principal. 
Nelson gave me some textbooks that | always wanted but could not afford. | saw some of 
the same teachers and they were glad to see me. Then | heard somebody yell out, “Mr. 
White. We missed you. Are you coming back to teach us some more math?” 
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| couldn’t believe what | was seeing. Almost all of the same class that | had taught 
were taking the same math course for the fourth time. | looked for Moe, but he was not 
there. | heard that he was either in jail or the booby hatch-I can’t remember which. 

Before | left, Nelson promised me a job the next year but that wouldn’t suffice for this 
coming year. However, it was a nice gesture and we parted, promising to keep in touch, but 
somehow we never did. 

The long and short of it was that | did not have any offers for the coming school year. 
| tried everywhere. In fact, Thad and | would go around to all the schools together to try to 
land something. Neither of us had any luck. Thad still had his construction contacts but 
they did not do him much good in the winter. We commiserated with one another a lot. The 
new school year started and | still had nothing. 

My wife was puzzled and kept telling me that there was something amiss. She had 
noticed that all my interviews at first seemed to end up with the interviewer practically 
making me an offer. Then, something would happen and the offer would be withdrawn. My 
wife asked me to check out my references. She suspected that one of them was giving me 
the shaft. 

| found this hard to believe; because each reference that | had listed had assured me 
that they would give me a glowing report. However, | decided to check them out. To this 
end, | enlisted the help of an old friend, who happened to be a vice-principal at an 
elementary school. | asked him to phone up each reference and tape record the responses. 
He said he would be glad to do this. | found out who the culprit was. It was Mr. Royal at 
Lachute. He really made me look bad. Now | understood why so many positions had been 
sabotaged. | decided to lay a trap for him. 

| phoned up another teacher friend and asked him to get something in writing for me. 
He did so. When he read the letter to me, | told him that | now could take the man to court 
for libel. As soon as | said this, my friend went completely ballistic. He didn’t want to 
become involved. He didn’t mind doing me a favour but bla bla. | had to respect his wishes 
but | didn’t know what to do. | finally decided to phone Mr. Royal and confront him. This | 
did and | essentially told him that he was interfering with my livelihood and that he was 
lucky I wasn’t going to take him to court for libel or slander. He didn’t seem to be bothered 
too much but | obviously struck him off my list of references. | told Thad about this and 
advised him to check out his references. He agreed that this might be a good idea. 

Then one day when | got together with Thad, he told me about an incident with Lou. It 
seems that Thad was called in for an interview at Dawson and Lou, whom he knew from a 
previous school, had promised that he, Lou, would try to swing the vote for him when the 
hiring committee cast their ballots. Unknown to Lou, Thad had another friend on the hiring 
committee. The votes were cast and Thad was hired except for one vote. Lou came out, 
sadly shaking his head and told Thad that the vote had not been unanimous but that he, 
Lou, had done everything that could be done. When the committee dispersed, Thad’s other 
friend told Thad that the dissenting vote was Lou’s. Thad flipped and grabbed Lou by his 
collar and lifted him up in the air, slamming him against the wall. I’m certain that if the 
others had not intervened that he would probably have strangled Lou. Unfortunately, he did 
not. | only wish | could have witnessed that scene. 

| was bemoaning my fate and watching TV one day about 3 weeks after CEGEP 
classes had commenced. The phone rang and it was Mr. Marsan calling from the Vieux 
Montreal. He wanted me to take over the math courses in the English section again. It was 
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part-time but | would be on salary. Would | be interested? | did not hesitate. | took the job 
and although the salary was low, | got by financially. | also managed to pick up some night 
courses at Loyola. 

It seems that some of the students wanted to take a course in Numerical Analysis. | 
didn’t know what Numerical Analysis was exactly so | went to the math department and 
asked them. They didn’t know either but they wanted me to teach it none the less. | 
remember seeing a Schaum Outline on Numerical Analysis and so | bought that book and 
boned up on the subject. Then | developed a course that | thought might be interesting and 
| ran that by the math department. They sanctioned my idea and so | taught the subject and 
managed to stay about 3 weeks ahead of my students, who were extremely bright. Four of 
them got 100% and they were all computer whizzes. I managed to solve all of the problems 
on my programmable calculator. It was a very enlightening experience for me as well. 

Before terminating this chapter, | must relate a couple of incidents that occurred with 
some of my students. One of them was a fellow motorcycle enthusiast and after | showed 
him my Honda 450cc cycle (which | would sometimes use in the warm weather), he told me 
that he had saved up for 3 years to purchase the new Honda 750cc. This was the newest 
bike at this time and was much more powerful than my 450. He showed up one day with the 
cycle and proudly displayed it to me. It was a beauty and I don’t think | ever saw a student 
so elated. 

A few days later | noticed that this same individual seemed very depressed and was 
not paying the same attention that he usually displayed in my class. | was naturally curious 
about this so | asked him to stay after class. When we were alone, | asked him if there was 
anything wrong. 

“Yes,” said he. “My new motorcycle was stolen!” 

“What? How?” | asked. 

“I left it just outside the parking lot across from the back of Eaton’s and when | 
returned, it was gone. Someone said that a big truck pulled up and they just lifted it and put 
it on the truck.” 

“Wasn’t it locked or chained to a pole?” 

“I locked it but | didn’t bother to chain it since | wasn’t going to be gone that long.” 

“Are you insured?” 

“No, | couldn’t afford the insurance.” 

| really felt badly about this. The poor guy had saved up for 3 years to buy the cycle. 
This really affected him and it showed in his work. | could do nothing for him. 

Another day in the 2"? semester, | was accosted by some of my former students in 
Calculus class. | was looking forward to teaching them, but when | spotted them in another 
section, | put it down to the usual antics of administration. However, | was told by these 
students that they had requested the administration to place them in this other teacher’s 
math course because they had seen one of his final exams and they were certain that they 
could easily get 95% or higher. 

| said to them, “That may be true, but | thought that you were really interested in 
learning math.” 

“We are sir,” came the reply, “and we know that we would learn a lot more from you 
than the other teacher. But, when we go for a job, the employers are only interested in what 
marks we obtained and the higher the marks, the better chance we have of being hired.” 
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| could not refute their logic so | just said to them, “Well, you have a point and | wish 
you good luck.” 

“Don’t worry, sir, we won’t have any trouble passing his course.” And with that, they 
were on their way. 

The end of the year drew near and | wrote up my finals for the math courses that | 
taught. Mr. Marsan wanted to check over my exam to see if it was OK. | brought a copy to 
let him see it and after perusing it, he said, “Can | use this for all of the math sections?” 

“Certainly, if you want to.” 

| left and the next day, my former students again accosted me in the hall. They were 
sweating profusely and asking me if it were true. 

“If what is true?” | asked. 

“We were told today in class that we are going to take your exam and not our 
teacher’s.” 

“Really. Well you guys shouldn’t have too much trouble.” 

“Are you kidding sir? We haven’t covered half the work that you have.” 

“Well maybe you should have stuck it out in my class,” | averred. 

“Yeah, fine, but what are we going to do?” 

“I suggest you start studying.” 

“Mr. White, please...” 

“I can’t help you because | didn’t even know about this myself until you just told me. 
You can sit in on the rest of my classes if you like. Don’t fret too much. There’s plenty of 
choice on the exam.” 

“Yeah, we know about your exams,” groaned one of the students. 

| felt a bit of sympathy for those students but there was little | could do about it. If | 
remember correctly, they didn’t do too badly on their math courses since the teacher was 
the person that gave them their final mark. 

And so ended another 2 years of teaching. | must say that it was very enjoyable; 
mostly because the administration left me alone to do the job they hired me for-namely, to 
teach. The other crap like attendance, remaining after school to administer to some 
lunkheads, sell milk tickets or have your discipline undermined; all of the above were seen 
to by the administration and there was no nonsense about it. 

| had to look for another position since they were phasing out the English section 
completely. Where could | go? Thad and I were in the same boat. | still had part time work at 
Loyola in the summer and possibly some courses in the fall, but that was it. Meanwhile, 
Thad had obtained a job in the education department of the Provincial Government through 
an old contact that he had. He was unsuccessful, as | was, in landing a permanent teaching 
contract. He told me that he didn’t like the idea of being a “civil servant” (he did not 
consider teaching as a bona fide civil service job), but he still had to eat and this was at 
least related to education in a certain sense. | mention this here because it becomes 
important later on in my chapter on Champlain College. We kept in touch and | believe that 
he came over for another supper. We would speak occasionally on the phone but the calls 
became more infrequent and | did not hear from him until much later when | was employed 
at Champlain. 
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Chapter 7 - Loyola 


Loyola College was the last bastion of higher education for English Catholics in 
Montreal. Although its reputation was not up to that of McGill University, one could still get 
a good education there nonetheless. 

| knew that Loyola had night courses in mathematics like Sir George so | decided to 
check it out. Perhaps | would even be lucky enough to land a full time position during the 
day. This latter hope was dashed after an interview with the then college president, 
although | must say that he tried every which way to find me something. Ultimately, | was 
referred to the head of the math department. | shall refer to him as Don. Don was very 
pleasant and we chatted for an hour or so and he looked at my credentials that | usually 
brought along when | went for interviews. 

Don told me that all he could offer me were a couple of night courses, one in trig and 
the other intermediate algebra. The pay was minimal, but more than | was getting at Sir 
George. Don also asked me if | could teach during the summer months. I told him that this 
was no problem and so! was signed up to start in the summer teaching courses including 
vector geometry and Intermediate algebra. 

We shook hands and | later received a formal letter. The only trouble was that | had 
never taught vector geometry and | wasn’t certain about what it was exactly that they 
required. “No problem,” thought I, “I'll just check out the textbook.” | quickly found out 
there was no textbook. Nobody seemed to know exactly what the subject matter should be. 
Again, | referred to a Schaum Outline but | felt that after perusing a few chapters, the 
subject material was too advanced for 1° or 2"¢ year university level. | had to think fast. | 
spent about 3 days pondering this problem as to what topics exactly to cover in the course. 
| haunted the usual college bookstores but did not find an adequate text. Finally, after 
ruminating for three days, | hit upon a gimmick and started to set down an outline for the 
subject material. By the end of the week, | had it all together and | was ready to embark. | 
don’t recollect what text | used for assigning homework but the students never were 
lacking for problems to solve. 

| entered the vectors class and was shocked to see a lot of older students once 
again. | had several school principals, math teachers and a few legitimate students. What 
was going on? | found out. It seems that nobody knew what to teach in the vectors course. 
They had all panicked and when they saw a course in vectors offered at Loyola, they 
immediately signed up. The vectors course was introduced in the “Cahier,” the bible for the 
CEGEP system. The description of the course in there was about as diaphanous as the 
humanities courses they proposed. The words sounded fine except that nobody really 
knew what was meant. 

When | found this out, | was a bit miffed. Here were these teachers and principals 
who could not see their way to hiring someone like myself full time that just might be 
qualified enough to teach these subjects. Instead they preferred to pay instructors like me 
peanuts and suck out the knowledge, turn around, dazzle everybody with their newly found 
information and collect their huge salaries. 

Well, | had news for them. They were going to get the full treatment. | vowed when 
they finished my course, they were going to know more about vectors than they ever 
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wanted to know. I got lucky since the other younger students were extremely bright, eager 
to learn and that helped put pressure on the older members of the class. 

| used to travel by motorcycle to Loyola in the summer because of the heat. It was 
nice and cool on the bike. Also, the route was fairly direct and | could travel fast. | would 
whip down the T-Can, take the Decarie expressway, go up the Sherbrooke exit and cross 
over to what was then Western Ave. Western was one way west and had only one stoplight 
that hardly ever changed. Also, there never seemed to be much traffic on this road so you 
could zip along at least 70 mph and end up on the corner of West Broadway and 
Sherbrooke. Sometimes | would stop there and go in to use the Xerox copy machine. The 
only problem was parking my motorcycle. Loyola had surly guards and they would make 
me park far away from my classroom. Sometimes | would manage to avoid them and park 
my cycle in front of the main building where | used to teach. I tried to explain to the guards 
that | was a professor there and they had given me permission to park anywhere that | 
wanted, but | always ran into trouble. 

When it rained | would use the Cadillac and guess what? | would sail right through 
the gate and park right in front of the building where | taught my class. Seeing the Cadillac 
made all the difference to the guards-what a mentality! 

My first class with the oldsters was uneventful except for the looks | received when | 
strode in with my Bell helmet under my arm still ensconced in my black leather jacket. 
However, once | got started they knew that | wasn’t kidding and that | seemed to know what 
| was doing. They also paid a little bit more attention when | delivered my usual spiel about 
the homework. At the end of the session, | assigned them some problems to work on and 
hand in the next session. 

The next session | was pleased to see that everybody had handed in his or her 
homework. | pressed on with the next topics and after class, this female approached me 
and told me that she was a math teacher and was taking the course to bone up etc. etc. | 
inquired as to how it was going. She immediately started to whine about how it took her 
nine hours to complete all the problems. | looked at her and deadpanned, “Only nine 
hours? | must have made a mistake. | meant to give you problems that would at least 
occupy 12 hours-that’s about 2 hours per night, which would be adequate for a short 
summer course like this.” 

| said this with such a straight face that | was certain that she swallowed every word, 
hook, line and sinker. | noticed some other older students lurking about in the background. 
The female was so shocked that she couldn’t find anything to say. Noticing the others, | 
then added, “Remind me next session to make certain that you have some other 
problems.” 

That was it. They all dispersed quickly and | never had any more complaints about 
the homework. The younger students did not protest at all and when | did the corrections 
they seemed to have it all together. | remember two students in particular. One was an Arab 
and the other Jewish. Both were extremely bright and would always try to catch me up on 
something. | managed to stay on top of things but at times, they would come up with some 
really clever solutions to problems. The reason that | remember them so well is because 
they were two of the students that actually would call me at home when they got stuck on 
some problem. | would always put my phone number on the board for this purpose 
because I remember when | was a student how frustrating it was when you just could not 
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crack some problem and none of your buddies could either or offer any assistance. | only 
had a few takers that would phone and | always tried to answer their particular questions. 

| really socked it to this class, but I’m certain they learned something about vector 
geometry. | certainly learned a lot and later, | was called upon to teach the course several 
times and finally wrote my own text on the subject. | will delve into this in the chapter on 
Champlain. 

Another thing that bothered me was the fact that | had spent three summers at 
MacDonald College taking courses to obtain a Teaching Certificate. | remember everywhere 
| would apply for a job, they would always ask me about this. | was advised to get one of 
these so | wasted three summers attending day classes at MacDonald. | commenced this 
nonsense in the summer of 1967 when | was still coping with my wife’s illness. | made the 
mistake of thinking that the people at MacDonald were seriously interested in what they 
were doing, but it quickly became apparent that it was just another bullshit way of 
protecting the lesser-educated teachers that did not want to have their jobs usurped by 
more qualified personnel. The first summer, | applied myself diligently but when I received 
my grades, | really became upset. | vowed that I would do as little work as necessary the 
following summers. This is exactly what | did and guess what? I received better grades 
whilst hardly doing any work at all. 

On top of that, we had to wait months for the actual documents to arrive from the 
Government. In the interim, | learned about a special test that was given at some other 
institution downtown. One only had to sit for this exam, pass it and be rewarded with a 
Teacher’s Certificate. | happened to learn of this by chance and so managed to obtain one 
of these certificates as well. Now, | had two Teaching Certificates. However, once | obtained 
these documents, | was actually told by some of the school hirers that | was over qualified 
for the grades that they wanted me to teach! This sounded like a Lenny Bruce bit. 

| remained at Loyola for two years. | eventually had to quit since the people at 
Champlain were getting into a snit about the fact that | was teaching at another 
establishment on Friday nights when | did not have classes on Friday at Champlain. | will 
go into more detail about this in my chapter on Champlain. 

A couple of interesting things occurred at Loyola. | was surprised to see that one of 
my students at Lachute was taking one of the math classes. Another mature student whom 
| shall call, Mary, happened to live in an apartment next door to a friend of mine. | was 
pleasantly surprised to see her when | received no response from my friend and Mary and 
her mother came out to advise me that my friend had left. 

There was another girl, an older Indian woman, who was hopeless in math. She was 
required to pass the subject that | was teaching to finish her degree. She needed a degree 
to continue her work with children. Now it was quite evident to me by her demeanour that 
she was perfect for the job. But there was no way that the woman would ever pass any 
advanced math course. What was | to do? | very seldom boosted any mark unless there 
was a singular circumstance. | had done this once before at SGWU when a German fellow 
in my class managed to really fuck up his final. This fellow was very bright and had done 
well on all of the class tests and participation. He needed at least a “B” grade to complete 
his math major. | phoned him to find out what had occurred. It seemed that he had been out 
on a bender the night before. Now, I know that he should not have done this. However, | 
remember doing this myself when | got overconfident and blew one of my class tests. In my 
case, | had to take the final (which | would not have had to do had | gotten my usual mark 
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on the class test) and I was able to bring my mark back up. | decided to give the fellow a 
break and gave him his B grade. He thanked me profusely, of course, but | told him that he 
better not fuck up again. He learned his lesson. 

What was | supposed to do about the Indian girl? Well, it was quite clear. According 
to the rules, | must fail the woman and make her take the course over and over until she 
gets it right. Fine, but what about all the kids that would not have the benefit of her 
guidance? There was only one thing to do and that was to show a bit of compassion. | 
passed her with whatever the lowest passing mark was and she attained her piece of paper. 
| looked at her exam and I don’t think she got one problem right, if | recollect correctly. One 
cannot be too rigid in certain instances. 

Students appreciate you more than you might think. | recall one time at Sir George 
one of my algebra students asked if | could provide the class with copies of previous 
exams. That was my intent anyway. | always did this because | thought it highly unfair for 
students to suddenly be thrust with a type of an exam with which they were not the least bit 
familiar. However, | usually had trouble with the administration, either obtaining copies of 
old exams or having leapt that hurdle, getting to use the copy machine to make the 
necessary copies. | eventually bought my own copy machine, | got so fed up. 

Getting access to a copy machine was always fraught with difficulty. For whatever 
reason, people in administrative capacities would somehow find a way to frustrate anybody 
else’s access to the machine. They always had some story about teachers misusing the 
machine, making too many copies or some other nonsense. 

At Loyola there was a small office opposite to the main campus buildings that 
housed this huge Xerox copier. It was fast and produced clear copies. It also could magnify 
or demagnify specific copies. | discovered this machine via another instructor that used it 
regularly. When | needed copies of material for my class, | would come to the school about 
‘2 hour before class and make the necessary copies. 

Naturally, there had to be a drawback. It took the form of a very loathsome individual, 
whom | shall call, Poitvin, who would get into a snit whenever he caught anybody using 
“his machine.” Actually, he had nothing to do with the machine, but he would go into a 
tirade and gesticulate wildly whenever he would see me or any other teacher availing 
themselves of the big Xerox. 

| almost got into a fistfight with him one night. | was certain that we were going to 
come to blows. But he finally backed off and | finished my copying. And, his truculent 
behaviour didn’t deter me in the least since | just kept making copies when I needed to 
despite his protests. One time he told me not to come back to teach the next lecture 
whereupon | told him to “fuck off.” | also told him that if he really had any authority to do 
this, he would have to go through Don. The next time I went in there, he blustered a bit but | 
never heard anything from Don. The man definitely had a problem. Later on, | heard that he 
dealt this way with everybody at the college. Why they ever kept him on is a mystery. 

Anyway, | finally obtained a few old exams and passed them out to my students. 
After class, one of the students, a Greek restaurant owner handed me an envelope and 
thanked me for the exams. Before | could say anything he disappeared. | opened the 
envelope and found a $5 bill inside. When | saw him at the next lecture, | told him that it was 
highly unnecessary but he insisted that | accept the money, so! did. Further, he wanted me 
to come eat at his restaurant for a free meal. | did not take him up on this one, but I found 
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that for the most part, older students are very appreciative of any extra time or assistance 
that you might give to them. 
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Chapter 8 - Champlain 


Although | still had part-time work at Loyola in the evenings, I needed to find a new 
daytime teaching position somewhere. | enjoyed the experience at the Vieux Montreal. | 
preferred the subject matter at the college level as well as the more mature students. But, if 
needs be, | would certainly accept a high school position. As | recall, the school at Oka had 
been disbanded and the staff there had been absorbed by the North Island Regional 
system. Furthermore, the Vieux Montreal CEGEP had completely phased out the English 
students and had it not been for the group that | had taught in the previous year, | would 
not have had the part-time position that | ultimately got. 

| started perusing the ads again and | came across an ad for a teacher in a Jewish 
seminary for boys. | sent in my application and figured that if they wanted to hire me, my 
experience at Herzliah would help me adapt. 

| received a phone call from a Rabbi who asked me to come for an interview. | went 
down to the school, which was located around the Park Ave. area. The math teacher that 
was already there spoke to me briefly and asked me how long it took me to prepare a 
lesson. | looked at him somewhat astonished and replied, “If | have to prepare lessons for 
HS math subjects, | shouldn’t be teaching at all.” 

The man laughed heartily and said, “I’m glad you said that. That’s the position | 
always took.” 

We chatted some more and | apprised him of some of my methods and then he took 
me to a big room with a long table in it. Seated at the table were three or four bearded 
individuals wearing yamacas, who looked like they might all be Rabbis or other religious 
leaders of some kind. For a moment | thought | was in a scene from the last supper or 
something. | sat in a chair more or less in the middle of the room. All the bearded fellows 
eyed me suspiciously and the one in the middle that looked like he was the leader finally 
spoke and asked me a few standard questions. Then they all fired questions at me. | tried to 
be as solemn as | could be, but the whole scene was reminding me of some grade B movies 
that | had seen. 

Finally, | cracked a joke or two, but they did not laugh so | knew | was in trouble. We 
chatted some more and the head guy pointed to a big pile of papers and said, “These are all 
the applications that we received.” 

“What? For this job?” | asked. 

“Yes,” said he. 

“How many altogether?” | inquired. 

“Fifty, at least.” 

“I didn’t know there were that many math teachers out of work.” 

Again-silence. One of them | think attempted a smile but it didn’t quite come off. After 
some more palaver, they arose and thanked me, alleging that they would be in touch. | wish 
| had a Tooney for every time | heard that one. | believe the math teacher asked me how it 
went when | emerged from the room. I told him it was quite enlightening and that made him 
laugh again. | left and went back to Roxboro and again perused the want ads. 

In the interim | once more phoned Wendell, crying the blues and whining about the 
fact that the English were phased out of the CEGEP and so on. Wendell was again very 
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helpful. He informed me that there was a new English CEGEP being formed in Lennoxville, 
Quebec near or on the Bishops campus. | remembered that he was a Bishops graduate and 
| asked him if he could put in a word for me. He could not do that, said he but he would give 
me the name of the campus director and | could talk to him directly. That was fine with me 
and | did just that. 

The campus director | shall call Ray. | managed to reach him by phone and after | 
explained the purpose of my call, he asked me to come out for an interview. Now 
Lennoxville was about 100 miles away from Roxboro so it was not like going downtown or 
some suburb. Furthermore, I had previous experience with the Eastern Townships, which | 
have to go into a bit here, since it ties in with future events. 

During my stay on Glen and Ormond Brown’s farm in the summer of 1948, | had on 
occasion done some hitchhiking around the Knowlton area, one day ending up at the 
Knowlton Boat Club. As | recall | got thirsty and went there for a glass of water. | met a 
caretaker/member about my age, who was kind enough to provide me with some Adam’s 
ale. He told me his name was Bob Bell. We became friendly and somehow | ended up 
playing some boogie-woogie on the piano for him. Some other members emerged, among 
them another member who was working at various chores about the place. | shall call him, 
Jim and he will also appear later in this chapter. 

Bob was studying to become an Optician. Jim was studying to become a doctor. 
Later, both were successful in their endeavours. Both of them invited me back and told me 
that | could go swimming and use the facilities if | wanted to. When they found out that | 
could play bridge, they were particularly delighted since a lot of the members used to 
partake in this game almost daily. 

Most of the boat club’s member had summerhouses situated in the area around the 
lake. One of the larger houses rested on a hill just opposite the club. | had occasion to meet 
one of the owners one day when | got lost in the woods and stumbled out on to his 
property. As I recall, | was still carrying my .22 calibre rifle. | spotted this fellow who was 
tending to his horse and asked him for directions. He laughed and we started conversing. 
His name was Dick, he said and his parents owned a lot of the property around there. 

| apologized for trespassing and Dick said that it happened all the time and invited 
me in for a drink. Dick seemed very nice, but | detected that he had some problem and was 
not always too friendly. However, that being said, we seemed to get along famously. Later | 
found out that he hardly ever went to the boat club and was a bit of a loner, remaining 
somewhat aloof from the other attendees. Still, each time | saw him, he would always smile 
at me and Say hello. | mention all of this because of future events that occurred relating to 
one of my students at Miss Edgar’s. 

Since | was working sporadically on the farm, | could not make it to the boat club 
daily, but | did spend a lot of days and some nights there as well. | even participated ina 
show that they put on near the end of the summer. How does all of this relate to 
Lennoxville? Well, one day | was bemoaning the fact that | had not heard about my college 
application. One of the Boat club members suggested that | attend a new college that was 
getting started. He proceeded to extol the virtues that this place would have and he made a 
point of telling me that they had a great chemistry lab (at that time | was going to major in 
chemistry). 

“Where is this place?” | asked. 

“Right near here. It’s in Lennoxville,” he replied. 
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“Lennoxville-that’s that place near Sherbrooke, right?” 

“Yes. Say, I’ve got an idea. Why don’t we both hitch-hike up there and you can check 
it out.” 

“I can drive you up there, if you want,” added one of the other members. 

“OK, great. When do you want to go, Keith?” asked my friend. 

“How about tomorrow?” 

With that we all arranged to travel to Lennoxville the next day and see the new 
campus and buildings. | was elated since this would solve a lot of problems. | could be with 
my friends, it would not be too far away from Knowlton, where | could easily get a place to 
stay and | could take the courses that | needed. 

We all met the next day and motored to Lennoxville. The first thing | detected was a 
horrible stench coming from the river that ran alongside of the town. Then we crossed this 
old bridge and | was practically bowled over by the smell. We rode up a ways and there was 
this huge campus with this old, funky building, looking like it had been put in the middle of 
a field. 

My friend then said, “Well, here we are. This is called McGreer Hall.” He went up the 
steps and told me to follow. Inside, there were more steps and we ascended them and 
looked around. 

The whole place looked pretty bleak to me. My friend was overcome with enthusiasm 
and kept going on about how great the place was to become. | cannot recollect whether the 
Norton building was there or not but | remember seeing this huge football field. After 
eyeing all of the facilities, | was highly unimpressed and disappointed. | could not envision 
myself in such an environment. There was a conspicuous lack of facilities and | wondered 
what the instructors would be like. It was back to the drawing board again to try to ferret 
out some accredited university, hopefully in the USA where | would be accepted. 

The surrounding area of Lennoxville was no prize either. The town comprised of 
these old dwellings, most of which could use a good scrubbing. To me, Bishops looked like 
the old village schoolhouse except that it was a college. Besides the stench of the river, 
every now and then, one would get a waft of pig or cow shit in the air. | had enough of these 
odours on the Brown farm to last me a lifetime. 

Now | was summoned for an interview in the very same place that | had once visited 
as a teenager. “How strange life was,” thought I. 

| had sold my motorcycle and was using the Cadillac now for transportation so | 
travelled to Lennoxville to meet with Ray. As soon as | entered Lennoxville, | detected the 
same aroma that | had sensed in 1948! | crossed the same bumpy bridge and headed 
towards McGreer Hall where Ray was ensconced. | was astounded to see that surrounding 
McGreer were all sorts of new edifices erected no doubt in the interim. Norton and the large 
football field were still there but they looked a bit incongruous amongst the more modern 
architecture. Bishops had improved a lot but how did all of this tie in with the Champlain 
CEGEP? 

| met Ray. He was a small Irishman with the genuine accent and as soon as | saw 
him, | knew that we would get along. He was extremely friendly and had impeccable 
manners. He ushered me into his large office and proceeded to explain the Bishops and 
Champlain relationship. It seems that the Quebec government wanted to utilize the Bishops 
buildings and facilities to house CEGEP students. Bishops would retain the newer 
buildings and continue with their university courses. Champlain would occupy McGreer 
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Hall where it would house all its offices for teachers and administration. Most of the 
classes would be held in Bishops classrooms. 

| found out later that the people at Bishops were not too happy about the merger and 
scrupulously kept their staff away from the CEGEP staff. I’m sure that they considered the 
CEGEP staff as intellectual inferiors although they did not come out and say as much. 
Actually, they had some good people teaching there. And there was sort of an “old school” 
atmosphere that they liked to promulgate. 

However, when the CEGEP hired its full staff the next year, there were some brilliant 
people there as well. | worked with some of the most capable math people that I ever met. 
The physics department was no slouch either. One of the fellows whom | shall call, Bat, 
was a fugitive from CERN and two of the others had written papers in language that I could 
hardly follow. 

Ray spent the afternoon with me, looking over my documents and asking questions, 
but there was no offer of a job forthcoming. Instead he kept stalling me by indicating that 
he was interested in hiring me but he needed more information. | translated this into his 
trying to find somebody better qualified that might work cheaper. | came back home 
somewhat depressed and a bit irked at having to travel all that way for nothing. 

Then | got a call from the Jewish seminary. They wanted me to come and see them 
again. | was flabbergasted to say the least. | trundled down there the next day. It turns out 
that they liked me and wanted to hire me. However, the fly in the ointment was that the pay 
was $5000 for 4 afternoons of work. | told them that | had to travel from Roxboro daily, find 
a parking place, and buy gas and so on. The Rabbis conferred for a moment and they 
offered me $5200 as | recall. | then thanked them and told them that | had another job 
pending. | explained that the job was out of the city but paid a lot more. Then the Rabbi 
asked me, “Do you know why we want to hire you out of all these applicants?” 

“No,” | answered. 

“We interviewed a number of candidates but you are the one | picked because you 
would be someone that | would not be afraid to stop on the street and ask for directions.” 

“Oh,” | exclaimed. | didn’t know what to say. However, | could see his point in a way. 

“A teacher has to be approachable,” he continued. “He has to know his subject.” 
And he philosophized some more, most of which | don’t remember. 

Finally he asked, “How much time do you need to make up your mind?” 

“Could you wait a another week?” 

“All right, but no more. We have to know so that we can act accordingly.” 

| left and frankly was in a quandary. The seminary job would be a snap. | could stay 
up late and watch the Tonight show and take my time about getting to work. But, the salary 
was minimal. On the other hand, | could get $15,000 per annum, do a lot of travelling and 
teach higher math. 

Ray phoned me again and asked if | could teach a Humanities course. This kind of 
took me aback. | asked why he wanted me to teach Humanities. 

“Well, for one thing, we don’t have enough students this year to warrant hiring a full- 
time math teacher. However, if you could take a Humanities section, it would fill up your 
time slot. Do you think you can do this?” 

“No problem,” | averred. “However, | have one question.” 

“What’s that?” 
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“What do you mean by Humanities? The Cahier is not too clear on this. Would you 
like me to teach, say, a philosophy course or something like that?” 

“Yes, that sounds fine, Keith. Can you prepare me something and come up here and 
we'll go over it together.” 

“Give me a day or two.” 

“Fine. Let’s say three days from now.” 

| hung up and wondered what the hell | could prepare. Plus, | had to hike up to 
Lennoxville again. When Mervin, a friend of mine, phoned and | told him about my going up 
to Lennoxville, he broke up into peals of laughter and told me that he and his brother had 
worked all summer on the railroad tracks. They referred to Lennoxville as “Lummoxville” or 
“Loutsville.” He then asked me if the river still stank and if certain other landmarks were 
still extant. | had to tell him that indeed, each and every one was still there 25 years later. 
He was still laughing when he hung up the phone. 

| sat down and pored over some thoughts | had about a Humanities course. First, | 
had to define it to myself. That took a while since no dictionary seemed to have the same 
definition. | ultimately hit upon the idea of offering a history of math course. | hurriedly set 
down an outline and penned some ideas to present to Ray at our next meeting. 

This time when I strode into his office, he had a big board with a white sheet and 
some sort of marker. He wanted me to meet with one of the Bishops math instructors to 
check me out, although that’s not the way he put it. Ray told me that the Bishops person 
would be there momentarily. In a few minutes, a woman appeared at the door. She was 
quite good-looking but seemed to be stoned out of her head. She sat down and | went 
through my bit explaining some first year math concepts. When | defined one of the 
concepts, | thought she got lost but | pressed on anyway. After ten minutes had passed, 
she excused herself and Ray followed her out to get her assessment. He then returned and 
asked me to outline the Humanities course. He was not too pleased with my subject matter 
since it was too close to being another math course. 

He then suggested that | meet with some Humanities people at Vanier CEGEP in 
Montreal. | then asked him point blank whether he was seriously interested in hiring me. He 
told me not to worry about that. He was definitely interested but he just wanted to make 
certain that all of the courses were in place and we would be ready to go when school 
officially began. 

The next day | went to Vanier to meet with the Humanities people. | also met the three 
other people that were potential candidates for Champlain. We all sat about listening to 
some horseshit about the subject matter and the stuff they were teaching. It was all very 
boring and vague. | then made a joke and said, “Well, at this rate, | could end up teaching a 
course on jazz.” 

The Humanities Division head abruptly stopped, stared at me and said, “That’s a 
great idea. That’s just what we’re looking for.” 

| tried to keep a straight face. He continued, “Can you get a course outline together in 
the next few days? This sounds very interesting. I’d like you to meet with Mr. So-and-so.” 

The atmosphere had changed significantly. Everybody now seemed extremely elated. 
In another few minutes, the other three candidates were hurriedly tossing out course ideas 
and we adjourned. 

| was accompanied through the halls of Vanier by the Humanities head. There were 
male and female students lolling about in the halls, smoking pot and sometimes smooching 
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with one another. It looked like a scene out of some comedy skit. We finally reached an 
office with an Indian gentleman seated at his desk looking very pedantic. On the wall 
behind him was a huge drawing of some assignment that looked like one of his children 
gave him and insisted that he hang it on his wall. | figured that some third or fourth grade 
student had produced this effort. 

The Humanities Division head left and the Indian fellow eyed me suspiciously before 
he spoke. He then said, “If you want to keep working at CEGEP level, Humanities is what 
you want to teach.” 

“How so?” | asked. 

“Well, math, physics, science and social science courses can come and go, but the 
mainstay of the CEGEP system is based on the Humanities division.” 

Now | was beginning to get it. He was advising me to teach a Humanities course so 
that | would be sure of keeping my job. 

There was a knock on the door. A beautiful young girl dressed in a sari, entered and 
handed in a paper. When she had departed, the Indian fellow added, “She is one of my 
better students. She is very conscientious. That is one of her projects you are looking at 
above me.” 

| almost snorted, but | managed to keep my cool. This guy was too suave to take all 
of this seriously. He was playing the system and probably getting laid on the side. We 
chatted awhile longer, but | could tell by his demeanour that he figured I was cool and knew 
what was really going on. 

Now | had to prepare a course in jazz of some kind. | didn’t have the remotest idea of 
what to do. So, | phoned Mervin. | asked Mervin to come out for the weekend and help me 
concoct a course. | explained to him what was transpiring and we both had a good laugh. It 
was Mervin and his brother who had been working on the train tracks so he was the perfect 
candidate to assist me in this new project. 

We started that night-Friday, and finally settled on a name for the course, “Man and 
Modern Jazz.” We spent all day Saturday trying to think up some bullshit to include in the 
course so that I could justify its existence, play records, possibly play the piano myself and 
make up enough topics for essays. By Sunday we had enough material for at least 3 or 4 
weeks and after that we would improvise as we went along. 

The next Monday, the Rabbi phoned again. | stalled him until | could get a definite 
answer from Ray. This trip would be my last either way. | again drove out to Champlain and 
presented my outline. Ray seemed to be quite pleased. | then turned to him and said, “OK, 
this is my last trip out here, Ray.” 

“What do you mean, Keith?” 

“Well, today is the day you have to decide whether you want to hire me or not. | have 
another job offer in Montreal and | have to know definitely today.” 

“We certainly want to hire you, Keith. | told you that.” 

“That’s not good enough, Ray. | need something in writing.” 

“No problem, Keith. I‘ll have Barbara send you a letter tomorrow.” 

Sound familiar? I’d been there and done that with Lou. There was no way | was going 
to make the same mistake twice. | countered, “I want the letter today.” 

“Don’t worry, Keith. I'll have Barbara type it up.” 

“Right now,” 

“What, this minute?” 
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“This very minute.” We both laughed but he knew | wasn’t kidding. We walked out to 
Barbara’s desk. She was not there. When we inquired as to her whereabouts, she had left 
for the day. Ray again said, “Well, it seems that she’s left for the day. I’ll have her type it 
first thing in the morning.” 

“No way, man. I’m not leaving without either a paper or a refusal.” 

“Do you expect me to write it out by hand?” 

“Yes, that would be fine.” 

Ray was completely stunned but | was adamant. He sat down and wrote me out an 
offer. As soon as he signed it, | whisked it away from him, thanked him and told him I’d see 
him on registration day. 

Now, in retrospect, | realize that Ray was completely incompetent. Like all Irishmen, 
he had a gift of gab and somehow managed to talk his way into being principal at the 
Lennoxville campus. Although the head office was located in Sherbrooke, Champlain really 
consisted of three separate campuses. One in Lennoxville, one in St. Lambert and one in 
Quebec city. Each was practically a separate entity and each had its own principal and 
staff. The director general of the whole shebang was a man named Fred Turly-a former 
Bishops graduate. 

Ray’s favourite pastime, like all incompetents was to have meetings. He would 
propose some idea or problem and then sit back and hope that somebody in the meeting 
would find a solution for him. He advocated some Irishman’s theory of education whose 
name was Bloom. However, a brief discussion was enough to indicate that he had no idea 
of the theory himself and | dare say that he happened to read this and was probably able to 
memorize enough of the basic ideas to sell it to most anybody else that was not listening 
too carefully. 

Ray had one consistent feature and that was that anything that he administered got 
fucked up somehow. The man simply could not organize anything successfully. Had | 
realized this at first, |wouldn’t have had to make so many trips. | was appalled to hear later 
that the other three fellows that were finally hired had nothing in writing until the day they 
signed their contract and got paid! 

So there it was. There were only four teachers to handle the new students. | shall 
describe each of them. Rudy was a Lebanese-German fellow that was hired to teach 
Humanities and English as were Jim, an ex-business man that had decided to switch 
careers and Peter, an Anglican priest that also preferred teaching to preaching. 

We had 28 people in administration. They were forever passing around memos and 
running around trying to look busy so that they could justify their salaries. | met Fred Turly 
when | went to sign my contract and receive my first check. He was in this small office and 
when | walked in, he was sitting at his desk squaring up all the junk lying there. | figured he 
was one of these obsessive-compulsive types and then he opened his mouth and said, 
“Well, | see we have everything ship-shape here and you are part of the team,” or some 
such drivel that made me wonder where they dug this guy up. 

| smiled and said, “Where do! sign?” hoping to get a laugh or some other type of 
reaction. 

He took me seriously and handed over his pen with a great flourish and after | signed 
he scrawled his signature on the contract as well and handed me a copy. Then he handed 
me a check. | looked at the check and was shocked at the amount. They had deducted 
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about 1/3 of my salary for all sorts of crap. | blurted out, “Are you kidding with this? 
Where’s the rest of my money?” 

Poor Fred, he was taken aback. He sputtered and then whipped out his own check 
and said, “You think that’s bad, look at this,” and he started to show me his check. 
“They’ve taken off about 40% from me.” 

| started to laugh. Fed wasn’t so bad after all. The only trouble was that he didn’t 
seem to have a sense of humour. | calmed him down and we shook hands and | left. Fred 
was a good administrator, it turned out later, but he had been given some bad underlings. 
The first two years they tried to usurp his director’s chair, but they did not succeed. Ray, of 
course, was in the middle of this. Fred was known around the campus as “Tinsel balls.” | 
never did find out how he acquired that moniker. 

Registration day popped up and | drove out to Lennoxville once again to assist in 
this endeavour. | arrived about 9 a.m. Ray was there as well as some other administrators. 
The three other teachers were there also. A booklet with the course descriptions was 
printed at the head office with one glaring discrepancy. My Humanities course had become 
Modern Man and Jazz instead of Man and Modern Jazz. Some moron had managed to turn 
the title around. I’m certain that it was Racy since every time he mentioned the course; it 
was always the wrong way around. The secretaries were just doing what they were told. 

| thought that we would take a lunch break. Not so, Ray saw to it that our lunch was 
brought in. All our noses were kept to the grindstone. Everything was all fucked up. There 
were conflicts in the schedules more often than not, misspelled names, glaring mistakes in 
scholastic histories and so on. Nobody seemed to know what anybody else was doing. We 
worked right through until 6 p.m. | was getting punchy so | told Rat that | was going to 
supper. He replied that it was all taken care of and he had some Colonel Sanders sent in. 
As you know, the chicken there is vile, but by this time, everybody was so hungry, they 
would have eaten nails. 

We finally finished at 10 p.m. and | still had to drive back to Roxboro and then return 
the next day. As | recall | started the day after since there were no classes taught the day 
after anyway. 

While | was seeking to rent an apartment someplace, | stayed at a motel in 
Lennoxville. The second afternoon | was there after returning from class, there was a knock 
at my door. | opened it to behold a very pretty girl accompanied by a hippie type fellow. | 
had heard that some female student was looking for me. They told me her name, but it did 
not ring a bell. As soon as she opened her mouth, | recognized her as one of my Grade 10 
geometry girls who went by the name of Patti. Furthermore, Patti was the daughter of Jim, 
the fellow previously mentioned at the boat club. She had changed from a plumpish, plain- 
looking teenager, into a very fetching young woman. | invited them in and she told me her 
story-or at least part of it. 

She had changed her first name to Susan and her last name was now different as 
well since she alleged that she was married to the fellow that was with her. He was English 
and a rock musician of some kind. Patti (I will call her that since that is the way | thought of 
her) and her newly acquired hubby had bought a piece of land outside of Lennoxville with 
10 other people. It was one of those hippie communes. She invited me to check it out and 
sup with them, which | did at a later date. She wanted to see if | were the same Mr. White 
that had been at Miss Edgar’s. She also was worried about the Jazz course material. Most 
of the students were worried about that course because it required them to work. Her 
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hubby seemed to be quite levelheaded for a rock player and | suspected that he was 
keeping Patti in check since | remember her as a bit hysterical. They left, but | really wanted 
to talk to Patti alone and find out what was really going on. 

| got my wish because a couple of days later, she showed up at my office in McGreer 
and of course, | pumped her for information. It turned out that just after | left Miss Edgar’s, 
she got involved with that fellow Dick that | mentioned earlier. They met because of their 
mutual interest in horses. They had a passionate love affair and they were both extremely 
happy until the parents found out. Patti was 15, going on 16. | don’t know how old Dick was 
but he was a lot older. Both sets of parents freaked. Their offspring’s were too happy so it 
had to stop. They carried on in the usual fashion about the fact that she was too young etc. 
| guess they forgot to read Romeo and Juliet. In any case, Patti was sent far away 
somewhere. Dick became so bereft with her absence and his parent’s pressure that he 
committed suicide. When Patti heard about this, she flipped out and | believe also tried 
suicide but was fortunately saved. 

She related all of this to me and | could see that she was still devastated. I knew there 
was something when | first spoke to her. We changed the topic and | asked her about her 
commune. She described her plans and again asked me to come out to see it. | told her | 
would and | went out a couple of days later. 

She was quite thrilled to see me. She showed me this big dorm they were building. It 
was about 1/3 completed. The construction site was infested with mosquitoes and we had 
to go inside the main house, which was a funky, old farmhouse. As soon as | sat down, a 
group of hippie types emerged from all corners of the house and descended on me, telling 
me what! should teach in my course and how | should teach it. There was one particularly 
obnoxious asshole that got on my nerves and | finally put him in his place with some well- 
fashioned sarcasm. 

The supper was terrible. To accompany the fare, they had this huge tankard of wine. 
It tasted like Bright’s or Gallo. | tried to be polite, but it was extremely difficult. After supper 
when it got dark, they all started pontificating again so | excused myself and departed. 

The next day Patti came to see me again. She started to talk about her plans for the 
commune and explained to me how they each legally owned 1/12 of the property. Then she 
added, “We’re thinking of buying out one of the shareholders. He has decided to move on.” 

We both looked at one another and both burst out laughing, | said to her, “Now 
you’re talking like the real Westmount girl you are.” 

“What do you mean?” she asked, but | could see she knew very well what I meant. 

“You are going to end up owning that whole property and you already have those 
hippies doing all the work and building it up for you.” | added, “Patti, Ill give you two years 
and | bet you’ll be sole owner.” 

“That would be nice, | suppose.” 

We laughed and chatted some more. | invited her out to my new apartment in 
Waterville for supper but she did not come, as | remember. 

The kicker in all this is that indeed, she did end up with the property, buying out all 
the shareholders. 

My first class in Humanities was quite an experience. | had about 70 people initially. 
The class was held in what was then the old Anglican Church section that had been 
transformed into a classroom by virtue of the fact that a sink and table had been placed in 
lieu of the pulpit and behind this was a huge blackboard. The pews were on an incline so 
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that it really looked like one of these old doctor’s lecture rooms like you see in movies 
made in the thirties. 

| first sat down and played some boogie at the piano to warm everybody up. Then | 
announced that the students had to hand in an essay every week on the course material 
that we covered. There would be a final exam of 60% objective questions and 40% essay 
type. | heard some audible groans and when the class dispersed, | later had all of the other 
teachers coming to me and asking why they suddenly had a plethora of students 
transferring into their classes. 

My second lecture housed about 45 students and my third lecture’s attendance 
levelled off at about 32 students. This amount stayed more or less that way throughout the 
semester. 

Mervin and | had concocted plans for homework and research. First, we were going 
to order books on jazz to be put in the Bishops library for reference. | asked my friend, the 
disk jockey, Len Dobbin, to comprise a list that would adequately cover jazz history. | had 
checked this out with Ray and he had promised funds for this, jazz records to be added to 
the library music collection and for copies of a scrap book that a musician friend of mine 
had lent me that contained all of the jazz articles from jazz publications such as Downbeat 
and Metronome since their inception. Furthermore, | also thought it might be a good idea if 
| prepare a weekly jazz program to play on the local radio station so that the students could 
garner more information on the subject. 

| was at this juncture, still unaware of Ray’s incompetence so when | proposed all 
these things and brought in the necessary materials like, the lists of books and records and 
my friend’s scrapbook, | naturally surmised that these requests would be dealt with some 
alacrity. After all, it was just a matter of a few phone calls and delegating tasks to the 
secretaries. 

Several weeks went by and every time | inquired about the books or records, | was 
told that they were on order. Then one day when | went to see Ray he started to complain 
about the cost of the Xeroxing of the scrapbook. They didn’t know what! wanted, it was too 
expensive, and it couldn’t be done without the utmost difficulty and on and on. | could have 
run off the copies myself on the proper machine if they had one available. It took them two 
years to rent one for the staff and then they counted all the sheets! The course was half 
over before Ray decided to axe the scrapbook. When | asked for it, he told me that the 
secretary had it and would give it back to me. When | asked the secretary, she didn’t know 
anything about it. She never heard of the book and so on. Now | was getting extremely 
irate. | went to Ray and said in a very loud voice, “Where’s that fucking book?” 

“It must be around someplace, Keith. Don’t worry, we'll find it.” With that he called in 
the secretary and said to her, “Put this memo in my ‘immediate reading’ file. There Keith, | 
should have it in a day or so, 

“Ray, let me tell you something. The guy that lent me this book is the type of guy that 
will personally come and tear down this place girder by girder if he thinks we have lost his 
book. That’s his life’s blood and he would never lend it to anybody else except me. So, I’m 
warning you. You better find that book and right quick. Am | getting through to you?” 

“Don’t worry, Keith. I’ll have it for you tomorrow or the next day at the latest.” 

He did not have it when | returned. | ranted and raved until | got everybody upset in 
the office and | got them all looking for the book. We finally found it under a pile of papers 
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and old files that were going to be thrown in the garbage the next day. | did not tell my 
friend about this until a long time after | had returned his book intact. 

Ray also reneged on Len Dobbin’s fee of $35. Len really did a first rate job on the list. 
After useless arguing, | finally paid Len the money out of my own pocket. The books arrived 
two weeks after the course ended. The records arrived about a week before the course 
ended so the librarian phoned me and told me to come and get the records since it was 
useless for them to catalogue them for nothing. He fixed it so that nobody inquired what 
happened to the records. He did catalogue the books and to this day, Bishops has a great 
jazz section in their library. The asshole in administration that was supposed to initiate the 
radio program never got around to it until after the course was over. | tried to cancel out, 
but the station had made a special time slot so | found myself preparing a tape each week 
and dropping it off at the station when | returned to work. They would simply play the tape 
and | could listen to myself on the radio. My son would help me prepare the tape. 

During all of this, | got a lot of complaints about the amount of homework, course 
material, and the fact they had to write a final exam and so on. | vowed never to teach that 
course again. After the 1st semester ended, word spread around about my course and now 
everybody wanted to take the course. Ray called me in and asked me to teach it again. Of 
course | refused and when he asked why, | told him in no uncertain terms. He said that he 
might have made some errors! That was the understatement of the year. | opted to teacha 
course in The Occult and | used Martin Gardner’s Fads and Fallacies for a text. The 
emphasis was on a healthy scepticism of occult claims although | did manage to have Hans 
Holzer visit during Occult week. 

One of my major disappointments in the jazz course was when | tried to get Bill 
Evans to come up to lecture the students. The student services person and | had been 
given permission to have guests visit the CEGEP whose expertise related to the courses. 
We were allotted funds for this effort. | did not talk to Bill in person, but | did manage to 
speak to his manager, a Helen Keane, who sent me publication data and so on. Bill would 
not come alone but would be happy to come with his trio. We dickered on the price and 
because this was an educational institution, | managed to lower the price to $1500 for the 
week. I figured this was a real bargain and when | went to get the money, they would not let 
me have it. To add insult to injury, they turned around and hired some ragtime pianist to 
play for $3500! Bill could play circles around this fellow. It was a real travesty, but typical of 
administration. As for Hans Holzer, | ended up driving him around in my Caddy since they 
wanted him to walk from the cheap motel they put him in to the college in mid winter. 

The first year | made the mistake of renting an apartment to stay in during the week. 
It cost me $75 per month and was actually located in Waterville so | had to commute the ten 
miles to the college. | also made an error by driving up the night before on the Eastern 
Townships autoroute. Most of the time | could hardly see where | was going due to 
snowdrifts and poor visibility. | only had two days with the wife and kid and that was a bit of 
a drag. | found myself correcting papers on Saturday mornings. | was still teaching at 
Loyola on Friday nights so that was stressful as well. 

The good news was that my landlord happened to own a mattress factory as well as 
being the Mayor of Waterville. When he first saw me, he immediately asked me if | would 
like him to make a special, long mattress. He said that he could fix the bed to fit the 
mattress. Being that | was 6’6” tall and having had the misfortune of trying to sleep in the 
standard 72” beds, | hastily agreed to his proposal. The mayor also provided an outlet fora 
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TV cable. | had a little Sony colour TV that | would carry with me each week. There was also 
a stove and a fridge so that | could do my own cooking if needs be. 

Since | had never corrected essays before, | wanted to make sure that | was objective 
in my marking. | gathered the essays for two weeks and threw them all in a pile on my 
library room floor. | then corrected each one, making certain that | did not look at any 
names. After | was through I| then alphabetized the essays and compared the two papers 
from each student. | was pleased to see that except for two cases, all the marks were within 
6 points of one another. This gave me the utmost confidence in marking any future essays 
that were handed in. 

Just after the first semester commenced and we four were trying to keep sane, a new 
fellow joined the staff. | shall call him Pete (not to be confused with Peter, one of the other 
teachers). He was called the vice-principal but as soon as | saw him, | pictured him with the 
riding boots, whip and swastika. The other teachers were starting to panic because the first 
thing Pete did was to go over everything-the contracts, salaries, schedules, timetables etc. 
In essence he took over all of Ray’s responsibilities and corrected all of Ray’s mistakes. 
This left Ray to his own devices-like plotting to take over the director-general’s chair, hold 
meetings and tea parties and other political nonsense. Pete was so wound up with these 
chores that he never heard of my Humanities course requests. 

Then | began to notice something. Pete was taking care of business. When any of the 
four of us would request something, it would get done, unlike our experience with Ray. 
Rudy, Jim and Peter weren’t too sure about Pete, but once | saw that he was getting things 
done, | decided to cooperate with him as much as | could. The only thing that bothered me 
was trying to get copies of anything made. Ray always told me to have the secretaries type 
them, but they were hopeless with math symbols or any words with more than 3 syllables. | 
could not seem to get through to either Ray or Pete that the teachers needed access to a 
copy machine of some sort. 

The solution to this problem came about serendipitously. One day | had forgotten my 
classroom key. McGreer had locks on all the doors-this included classrooms, teachers’ 
offices, conference rooms, you name it and there was a key for it. | went to one of the 
secretaries to get a duplicate key, but she told me that she was fresh out. | said to her, “I’ve 
got a class to teach. | have to get in there.” 

The woman thought a moment and then handed me a key. She replied, “This is the 
only key I have at the moment. It’s the master key so don’t lose it. Open the door and return 
it to me.” 

“Of course,” said I. |ran downstairs, hopped into my car and immediately went to the 
local hardware store where | had a copy made. | then returned and gave the secretary back 
her key. | then went to my classroom door and unlocked the door. 

That night | went back to McGreer and tried out my new key. It was the master key all 
right. It opened every door in the place! | was ecstatic. | quickly located the copy machine 
that they had secluded in one of the empty rooms and made the copies that | needed for my 
class. 

Unfortunately, somebody observed me using the machine and rat-finked to Pete. He 
was a bit miffed but also amused. | told him | needed to use the machine and why I could 
not avail myself of the secretaries. He seemed to accept this explanation, but the next time | 
went to use the machine, the lock had been changed and the master key did not open it any 
more. | was crestfallen. What could | do? | had to get a key to that room somehow. | got 
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lucky again. One of the people in administration let me have their copy and of course, | 
made a duplicate and the problem was solved. 

Another vexing thing was the fact that there was no phone for the teacher’s use. It 
seemed that everybody had the use of a phone except the four of us. Now! had occasion to 
phone my wife to check on her since she was still ill. | had no phone in my apartment and 
so | would sneak in from time to time in one of the Student Services office, as there was a 
phone there that was connected to the main switchboard in Sherbrooke. Furthermore, there 
was an FPPL Montreal line (a line which simulated a Montreal line so that you could make 
direct calls in Montreal without incurring long distance charges). The CBC had such a line 
for making calls in Toronto. Thus, | could dial my home number directly and speak to my 
wife. 

Everything was going along smoothly until someone rat-finked on me again. They 
pulled the plug so that essentially there was no available phone at all in any of the McGreer 
rooms that I could locate. The other three teachers were also pissed off since they had no 
contact with their families either. 

Meanwhile, the pressures were mounting. Fred Turly had nixed my plan of providing 
the staff with all our phone numbers so that we would be able to contact one another. The 
Student Services people were getting on our nerves with their bullshit. One of their bits was 
to steal some valuable time from the schedule so that we had to teach courses late in the 
afternoon. The head of the Student Services was an Indian fellow whom | shall call Dr. C. | 
went to see him to try to get some time back and iron out a few things. He was very nice 
and we hit it off immediately. It turned out that he had two PhDs and seemed to be quite 
popular with the students. After our initial encounter, | would go to see him just to bullshit 
and discuss educational issues. 

He would sometimes tell me about certain students that would seek his advice and 
he would ask me for some input. One day he said that a female student, who had a dope 
problem, had sought his advice and comfort and had come to his apartment. I laughed and 
asked, “How old is she?” 

“Don’t worry, she’s over eighteen, but | would never do what you’re thinking,” and he 
chuckled. 

Actually, from what little | knew of him, | was pretty certain that he would not try 
anything with the girl. However, | offered some advice. “Man, you have to be careful. They 
might misinterpret your assisting this girl. Make certain that she comes to your office.” 

“I know. She was so stoned that she flaked out in my apartment.” 

“Holy Christ! Does anybody else know about this?” 

“I don’t think so.” 

“Well, make sure you keep it that way. These assholes around here are liable to take 
a very dim view of this.” 

“Dr. C laughed heartily and we switched to some other topic. But | could see that he 
was genuinely interested in helping any student, male or female with their problems. 

The humanities course was humming along but the math course was full of a bunch 
of recalcitrant pinheads. They didn’t seem to respond to anything and they didn’t seem to 
have the basic knowledge to be in the class in the first place. On top of this | was getting 
grief from Ray. If he wasn’t criticizing my jazz course, he was whining about the math 
course, telling me that there were all sorts of complaints. | was really getting fed up. 
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The next time | went to visit Dr. C, he was a bit subdued and kept staring at me. 
“What’s the matter, man?” | asked. 

“Il have to tell you something.” 

“What is it?” 

“They want me to make a report on you.” 

“About what?” 

“About the math course you are teaching. | told them | would let them know. I’m not 
going to do something like that without checking it out with you first, although I’m not 
supposed to tell you.” 

We both laughed. “You haven’t. But just for the record, you can do anything you 
want. Would you like to sit in on my classes or what?” 

“You don’t mind?” 

“Hell no. Anytime-just come in,” 

“You don’t mind if | look at your records?” 

“Be my guest. I'll bring what I’ve got and you can have a ball.” 

This remark made Dr. C laugh again. 

| heard nothing about this except a vague innuendo from Ray that he was going to 
seriously look into the matter (about my math class), 

Then Dr C called me in one day and he said, “Well, | did their investigation for them 
and you know what | found out?” 

“No, what?” 

“Only two of the students in the class went beyond the ninth grade?” 

“What? I knew they were dumb, but | thought that in order to get into CEGEP they 
had to pass grade 11.” 

“I believe only two people in there passed grade 11. Several of them didn’t pass 
grade 7.” 

“You’re putting me on.” 

“No, and! prepared a report and submitted it to Ray. | just wanted you to know and 
be prepared.” 

“Thanks.” 

“You know,” he continued, “it looks like they (the administration) just picked up 
enough bodies to justify their having a math course at all.” He laughed and | left. 

The next time | was in Ray’s office, | saw Dr. C’s report on his desk. | asked Ray how 
his investigation was proceeding and he mumbled something and said that there were 
some students that should not have been in the course and changed the subject. That was 
the last | heard him complaining about the math course. 

A couple of weeks went by and | had to leave Thursday afternoon because of my 
Loyola courses. | had briefly dropped in to see Dr. C but he was occupied with a student 
and we postponed our visit until Monday. When | arrived Monday, | taught my class and 
went over to see Dr. C. He was not in. | figured that he was ill or something. It was not until 
Wednesday, | believe that | found out from Jim that he had been cashiered! 

“Why?” | asked Jim. 

“He molested a 10 year old girl.” 

“Get out of here.” 

“No, | was at the party when it happened.” 

“What happened?” 
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“Well, we were all there drinking and so on and Barbara (Ray’s secretary) and her kid 
were there.” 

“Yeah, so?” 

“Her kid wanted to see some of the fish in the fish tank so Dr. C took her there and 
put his arm around her.” 

“And...?” 

“Well, Barbara freaked and claimed that he had touched her.” 

“Of course he touched her. He put his arm around her.” 

“No, it was more than that.” 

“Who said?” 

“Somebody else saw him do something. | don’t know.” 

“This sounds like a whole lot of bullshit to me,” 

“You know he’s had girls in his apartment in town and one of them stayed all night?” 

“How do you know that?” 

“Somebody in town saw him.” 

“Did they tell you how old the girl was?” 

“No. But that’s not the point.” 

“What is the point?” 

“He shouldn’t be fucking a student.” 

“Really. How do know he was fucking her?” 

“That’s what I heard.” 

Now the first time | saw Jim, he was telling me all sorts of gossip about different 
things that had occurred while he was employed elsewhere. He was one of these guys that 
liked to hang about the office cooler and get off on the latest gossip. He was in his glory. | 
could see that. 

“Jim. This seems like a railroad job to me.” 

His eyes lit up. “Talk about railroad,” he added, “Dr. C didn’t even have enough time 
to clear out his stuff. They actually chased him out of town.” 

All of this was hard to believe until | thought about Mervin’s eponym for Lennoxville. 
| also suspected that there was a bit more to it since | had met the second in command, a 
fellow that I will call Dave. | had met Dave and he was one of those guys that was always 
spouting off rules and regulations, but never thought that they applied to him. He had one 
arm that was underdeveloped and sported a big beard. Behind his desk there was a huge 
picture of a leopard, which indicated to me that he might have some problems with 
aggression. | did not like him all that much although we had mutual interests regarding 
student activities. | found him argumentative and sneaky. | did not trust him and later on | 
found him listening in on my phone calls to my wife. The thought crossed my mind that he 
wanted Dr. C out of the way so he could be the big chief in the Student Services division. | 
recollect him telling me that he didn’t think that Dr. C was qualified for the job. When | 
asked Dave how many PhDs he had, he began to sputter and changed the subject. 

With Dr. C- out of the picture, | now had to deal with Dave. The time slot allotted for 
the Student Services was from 11 a.m. to 2 p.m. Dave had lobbied for these hours and 
somehow had convinced the administration that this was necessary and beneficial for the 
students. Dr. C- had conceded that the so-called “lunch hour” might be a bit excessive and 
was willing to lessen the time period. 
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No so, Dave-he alleged that the students required this time for counselling, lunch 
and so on. 

| had a course on Thursday evenings and had to start at 6 p.m. There was no way 
that | could get there on time with such a late class. | therefore consulted the students in 
the class and asked them if they were all free sometime during the 3-hour break. After a bit 
of wrangling, we all agreed to an hour and decided to meet at that time and in an empty 
classroom that was available. The first and second times we met invoked no repercussions, 
but somebody complained so Ray called me in and there was Dave whining bitterly about 
some of his time being usurped. | apprised Ray of the difficulty and he said something like, 
“Well, that’s the time we agreed on and | guess you will just have to do something about 
your Loyola class.” 

“Are you serious?” | asked. 

“Well, Keith, | don’t see what | can do.” 

“Tell me something, Ray. Why do we need a 3 hour lunch period for the students 
anyway?” 

Dave chimed in, “A lot of them need counselling and we decided that this was the 
best time for the ‘Student Service Motivators’ to perform their therapy.” 

| remember when we four teachers had heard the “Motivator” eponym, we all broke 
up. | then said, “Who are we?” 

“We, the administration,” replied Dave. 

“You mean, YOU, the administration.” 

“It was approved by the people here,” added Ray, “and...” 

“What the hell is this? Are we teaching at a school or are we in some booby hatch 
wiping the noses of the poor, deprived students who can’t possibly think for themselves?” 

Dave then sneered, “So we should change the schedule because Keith White wants 
to leave early?” 

“Definitely, but more importantly, you should not be allowed to steal valuable 
teaching time away from students that really want to learn, instead of fucking around for 3 
hours.” 

“What do you suggest?” inquired Ray, 

“It’s quite simple. You don’t need all that time for lunch-just give them an hour like 
other schools. That’s adequate for a lunch period.” 

“And when am | supposed to provide the students with counselling and other 
activities?” asked Dave snidely. 

“After classes are finished, like any other accredited educational institution.” 

“Student services are important. That’s why we have the time allotted the way it is,” 
countered Dave. 

“You know, I’d expect that kind of logic from you-putting the cart before the horse. 
This is primarily an institution of learning, and only secondarily an institution for student 
activities. Once you realize that, Dave, we'll al be better off.” 

“Well until it’s decided to get changed, you’ll just have to live with it, sneered Dave. 

| did live with it for about 3 more periods when Pete changed it, overhauling the 
schedules. Dave nearly went apoplectic. 

Ray would call these meetings and would aver that he wanted all our inputs. But it 
soon became clear that he didn’t want to know about anything that any of we four had to 
say. After a while | simply stopped going to the meetings. 
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Rudy was another guy | didn’t like too well. | could see where Jim was coming from 
as he was quite outspoken. Not so, Rudy; he was more enigmatic. He had a photographic 
memory for faces and when he went into a classroom he would know every face after the 
first class and not only that, he would know every name as well so that he could just scan 
the class and instantly tell who was absent. That was one of his fortes. However, he was a 
book thief. If anybody left a book around him, it was gone. If you wanted to find it, you 
would just have to go to his shelf in the office and there it would be amongst his books. 

The first time this happened, | found it amusing since | thought it was some kind ofa 
joke. He would say, “Oh, | thought that you had given me that book,” when all you did was 
lend it to him when he asked to read it. 

| had purchased two copies of the Complete Oxford Dictionary. They were on sale so 
| bought two of them-one for Champlain and one for home use. Knowing Rudy’s propensity 
for theft, | painted on the covers of both volumes, “Property of Keith White” in huge letters 
in white ink. | took the volumes to Champlain and left them in my office, which | shared with 
Rudy. | left for the weekend and when | got back to my office there was no dictionary. Jim 
and Peter happened to enter as we had composed a letter about one of the students and 
were presenting it to Ray. We all needed to sign it. Then | noticed my dictionary on Rudy’s 
shelf. “Hey,” | exclaimed, “What are you doing with my dictionary?” 

Rudy said, “That’s not yours. | found it lying about so | adopted it.” 

“Really?” | queried. With that | went over, grabbed one of the volumes and placed it 
on my desk in plain sight. There on the cover was what | had written. “Property of Keith 
White” protruding out like a bright light. Jim and Peter started laughing hilariously. Rudy 
turned red and tried to say something, but every time he started, the other two jeered him. I 
never had trouble with him again about any of my books. 

Peter was the nicest of the three. He seemed quite learned and I’m sure that if | were 
one of his students, | would have enjoyed his classes. However, the stress was getting to 
him and he had a bad ticker. He took some time off and | visited him in Montreal at his 
apartment and he seemed quite ill. Then about midway through the second semester, we 
learned that Peter was not coming back. He was too ill. 

Pete called us in and gave us some story about not being able to hire a substitute for 
the rest of the year. He alleged that it would be too complicated because of future union 
rules and he did not want to be stuck with someone that he could not thoroughly interview 
and bla, bla. | didn’t want to hear it and | said so. The other two said they had enough on 
their plate as well. Pete kept badgering us about this and | can’t remember for sure, but | 
think he was going to pay us some extra money. 

| didn’t like teaching humanities all that much in the first place and now Pete wanted 
me to help teach another course. | couldn’t believe the unmitigated audacity of the 
administration to propose this after all the grief that they had already put us through. | 
should have quit right then and there, but | was so whacked out that | just remained out of 
habit. 

Naturally | was chosen to revamp the course. | discussed the idea of doing a 
philosophy course and Jim and Rudy agreed. They also agreed that | should come up with 
something on the weekend since they were tremendously busy with their own course 
problems-translation: they were just too lazy and it would interfere with their partying on 
the weekend. 
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| again called on Mervin for assistance. We spent another weekend at my basement 
blackboard but came up with what | thought was a pretty good outline for a bona fide 
humanities course. | went back on Monday and showed my outline to Jim and Rudy, who 
immediately started to criticize it. lt was too heady; it wasn’t what they had in mind etc. 
When | asked them what they did have in mind, they countered with the usual blank stares 
am I finally said, “That’s it. This is what I’m doing and if you don’t like it, you can make 
another outline yourselves.” 

“Well, can we sit in the class, at least?” 

“Sure, if you keep your mouths shut,” | snapped. These assholes were really getting 
on my nerves. Instead of spending some time constructively over the weekend trying to 
think of ways to improve the course material, they sat around thinking up ways to find fault 
with whatever | did. 

We all entered the classroom. The poor students didn’t know what to expect. Jim and 
Rudy sat in the front row as | started expounding on the outline that Mervin and | had 
concocted. Well, wonder of wonders, the students started to react favourably and actually 
asked some questions that were fairly intelligent. The class ended with an assignment of 
homework and Rudy and Jim came up and started clapping me on the back and telling me 
that this was the way to go and so on. I| guess they finally realized that almost everything 
had been worked out for them and they wouldn’t have that much to do-just fill in the blanks. 

Pete was happy, of course, because now he didn’t have to start recruiting some 
asshole that he might not particularly like. | lost touch with Peter after he had another mild 
heart attack. But one thing for sure was going through my head and that was, how the hell 
do | get out of here? This place is a nuthouse. One guy in administration was running 
around taking pictures with an expensive camera (paid by the Government, of course), was 
making a top salary for this. Another administration guy was running around the country 
trying to recruit candidates for an adult education class. The trouble was the first guy never 
seemed to do anything else and the second guy had no idea how to make a schedule or 
what to teach when he did get the adult students. | had to find another job. The travelling 
was getting on my nerves and | wanted to be nearer to my wife and son. 

The year finally ended and | started to relax by going swimming daily at the Pte. 
Claire pool. | had started this activity after my Two Mountains experience. | felt myself 
getting too fat and | needed more exercise and sunshine. Fortunately, the pool was open to 
adult swimming from 12 p.m. to 1:30 p.m. daily. There were only about 9 of us that 
consistently made it so it was very pleasant. | would bask in the sun or play cards. At 2 p.m. 
the children would swim and that’s when all of us usually departed. 

| could not find Nelson. He had disappeared completely from the scene. | phoned the 
Rabbi at the Jewish seminary, but he seemed satisfied with the guy that he finally hired. | 
phoned old contacts, but | got nowhere. Thad still had his job with the Government and he 
seemed to enjoy it. | thought maybe | could get something there but there was no way 
without French. | had received some calls from Champlain but | ignored them because | 
figured they wanted me to run up to Lennoxville for some ridiculous chore. | also had 
trouble getting my summer checks. They were always late or they would supposedly “made 
a mistake.” | toyed with the idea of going back into engineering. Meanwhile, the summer 
was going by very quickly, but very pleasantly. My wife was home most of the time and we 
had a lot of fun together in spite of her handicap. | also had my eyes tested and found that 
my vision had improved somewhat. My advancing age was making me more far sighted and 
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thus corrected my nearsighted vision to the extent that | had to get new glasses. Generally, 
my vision seemed to improve somewhat. 

One day | got a call from Ray. He was beside himself. Pete had hired 60 new teachers 
and the CEGEP was now going to be infested with actual high school graduates. Why was 
Ray in such a snit? Well, it seems he had lost my file! That’s all | needed. Ray wanted to 
know what I was doing. | told him | was relaxing and swimming. The fact that | was a bit 
happy made the poor man even more furious. He started to blame me for the missing file! | 
couldn’t believe what | was hearing. Then he wanted me to come up 3 weeks early for 
something or other. | reminded him that they still owed me money. Then Ray said that | was 
not on the new payroll. | got fed up and hung up. 

The next thing | knew there was a knock on my front door. It was Jim. He just 
happened to be in town and he thought he would drop in. | said that was fine but | was 
going swimming. He came with me and went for a swim. He was obviously there for Ray to 
try to see what | was up to. I assured him | wasn’t up to anything except relaxing and | 
would be reporting for duty after Labour Day like my contract had specified. He left and Ray 
phoned again. He needed me for this and that in mid-August. | told him that wasn’t the deal. 
In the back of my mind, | was still hoping for a miracle-that | would find another teaching 
position. Then Ray demanded that | send all my documents to him again or they could not 
pay me. Can you imagine what would have happened if | had not insisted on keeping my 
original documents? Ray wanted those when he hired me and | told him there was no way 
that he or the Government were going to get those. | would show them to anybody anytime 
and make copies but the originals would stay with me, period. | figured that something like 
this might happen and it ultimately did. 

After a lengthy argument and a lot of threats etc., he finally agreed to see me after 
Labour Day. | would start then and he would try to pay me my salary on time. Does this 
sound familiar, folks? 

| got my schedule. | was to teach Vectors again (nobody wanted to touch that one in 
the math department) and Probability and Statistics (nobody wanted to touch that one 
either). | also taught Calculus II which | always enjoyed. | had already taught two semesters 
of Probability at Vieux Montreal and although I had a definite distaste for it, | managed to 
find a gimmick that would mitigate my antipathy for the course. 

| was able to make a deal with a local motel at $5 per night. The place | stayed was 
called the Elmwood and two French-Canadian brothers ran it. They let me have kitchen 
privileges in the morning and they allowed me to hook up my little colour TV to their cable. | 
got hooked on a soap called “The Edge of Night,” and after classes were finished, | would 
whip back over to the motel to catch the latest exciting episode. Pete had arranged my 
schedule so that | had no Friday classes, much to the chagrin of Ray. Thus, | only had to 
spend three nights in the motel, so it only cost me $15 per week since | now drove up on 
Monday mornings, leaving Roxboro around 6 a.m. | had also found a shortcut through the 
Bourassa farm area, thanks to one of the yokels and this not only cut off % hour of driving, 
but also avoided going through Rock Forest, which was a huge speed trap. | got caught 
once there and vowed never to go near that place again if at all possible. 

As soon as | entered my first class, there was a knock on the door and a fellow 
named Dale greeted me and informed me that he was the new math department head. He 
seemed like an affable fellow and after a bit of palaver, he told me that the teachers were 
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thinking of going on strike since there were rumours that they were not going to be paid on 
time. When I heard this, | looked at him and said, “Already? What kept you?” 

This made Dale laugh and he handed me a bunch of papers with forms to fill out and 
so on. This was obviously some bullshit from the new administration and as soon as he 
left, | tossed it in the wastebasket. 

That week there seemed to be a lot of tension and some dissension in the ranks. At 
one point when | inquired about my money, | was sent to a new administrator that they had 
hired, His name was Mac. | wasn’t too sure about him until | found out that he was a fellow 
Sir George Williams graduate so | figured he couldn’t be all bad. Later in this chapter | will 
explain how he was instrumental in helping me win a court case. | also met a fellow teacher 
by the name of Bat. He was an Indian who had been hired to teach Physics and some math 
courses. He, too, was there wondering why his check was not forthcoming. It seems that 
administration had also lost his documents as well. We both looked at each other and 
immediately started laughing. We became friends after this and when | had nothing to do at 
night, | would go to McGreer and usually find Bat in his office perusing some esoteric 
magazine or book on nuclear physics or some other exotic subject. He was a fugitive from 
the CERN accelerator in Switzerland. He paid me a great complement one evening when he 
checked out one of my statistics tests and told me that the students were lucky to have 
these things taught to them. 

On occasion we would work out math problems together. | was amazed at his 
methods and knowledge of all branches of the subject. He would pull some trick out of his 
hat that would really flip me out. He tired in vain to get me to read the monthly periodicals 
that he would scrupulously ferret through each month in the Bishops library. | had a tough 
time understanding the first page-which was in English! He would laugh and explain some 
of the stuff in simplest enough terms so that even | could fathom it. Every now and again, | 
would get hung up on some math problem and | would consult Bat. He’d reflect for about 
15 seconds and then come up with some solution. He enjoyed music, especially classical, 
so we would attend concerts together when Bishops would have them. 

Mac lent me some money from his petty cash to tide me over until the next paycheck 
arrived. Mac displayed all the trappings of an administrator, yet, at times; he would say or 
do something that was completely antipathetic to this. 

| met another fellow, whom | shall call, Norman, who was an American they had hired 
in computer programming. He did not have a graduate degree, but he sure knew his stuff. 
He could calculate in octal, binary and hexadecimal as fast as decimal and soon after he 
started teaching, he had an entourage of young girls and an older Korean student. | got to 
know Norman and we hit it off. He was somewhat of a lothario and used to regale me with 
some of his exploits with some of the female students. Unfortunately, his wife caught him 
with one of them and she turfed him out of the trailer in which they were living and he had 
no place to go. 

Dale decided to put him up temporarily. Dale had a beautiful wife named Ricky. Ricky 
was not only beautiful, she was an expert cook. Dale invited me over to his apartment one 
night and Ricky took a shine to me and sol found myself over at Date’s almost every night 
mooching food. | began to feel guilty and kept insisting that | help pay for the food. Dale 
and Ricky would not hear of it. All of this took place before Norman got into the picture. 

| related all of this to my wife, who told me to buy food and take it there on the 
pretence of having Ricky, cook it for me. This sounded like an excellent idea but it became 
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expensive. At this juncture | was eating at a monastery run by a monk called Brother 
Arthur. Some student had told me about Brother Arthur and the fact that you could get a 
meal for $1. Furthermore, these meals were cooked by nuns and were supposedly 
delicious. | checked this out and they were right. So, for $3, | could eat like a king the nights 
| was there. Contrasted to that, | was laying out about $15 for a roast or corned beef or 
whatever for one night. Something had to be done. 

The alternative food source to Brother Arthur was either the Dewhearst Dining Room 
(known as the “Dewey”) or one of the town establishments. Both were just this side of 
being hideous or ghastly-take your pick. 

The Dewey was run by an outfit called the Montreal Cafeteria Ltd. The fare was 
atrocious and most of the students would end up eating mostly ice cream, which the 
cafeteria seemed to have an endless supply of. One would have to get to the dining room 
early if one wanted to eat any tomatoes. The tomato slices were placed around this huge 
salad dish and of course, were all snapped up by the first 5 people that entered. The doors 
to the Dewey were opened at 5 p.m. and one had to get there 15 minutes early and stand in 
line. The only really edible dish was a fish and chips thing that they would have every now 
and again. 

The town fare was not much better although it was cheap, but you still could not beat 
Brother Arthur’s price and it was a well-kept secret for the longest time, thank God. 

Brother Arthur would shoo us all out of the monastery before 7 p.m. except for some 
of the Champlain students who were now renting rooms there. They had a tough time 
finding places to rent in or around Lennoxville. | would sometimes sup with some of my 
students. On Brother Arthur’s birthday, we were all given a glass of wine to drink with the 
meal-a sumptuous ham with all the trimmings. 

One night as | was about to leave, one of the students stuck his head out of the door 
to his room and called out, “Psst, Mr. White, c’ mere, we have something to show you.” 

| went over to his room and went in. The student looked up and down the halls and 
then closed the door. There were a bunch of students sitting all over the place-on the bed, 
chairs, the floor and so on. They were watching some porno movies! When they saw me 
they started to laugh. 

| said, “Something new every day-students showing porno flicks in a monastery.” 

They laughed and one replied, “You disapprove?” 

“Of course,” | said, “but | will certainly stay until the end.” This remark made all of 
them laugh and | stayed for awhile and then excused myself. My faith was definitely 
restored in young people. For a moment there, | thought that the new generation wasn’t as 
corrupt as we were at their age. | was happy to see that everything was normal and exactly 
as it should be. 

| finally told Dale and Ricky that | simply could not afford it any more and | hoped 
they would forgive me. | had a hell of a time extricating myself from their culinary delights. 
Also, | found my nights being taken up every time | went there. Not that | had anything else 
to do, but | enjoyed hammering on the big Steinway in the theatre or just relaxing or 
prowling around McGreer or other buildings. 

One night | found that | was unable to park in their parking lot so | parked on the 
street. It was a cold, winter night and it snowed whilst | was inside with Dale and Ricky. 
When I returned to my car, | noticed that somebody had popped the trunk. | checked to see 
if my hi-fi stuff was missing. It was still on the seat. | would put my portable hi-fi system in 
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the car to listen to music when | drove up to Lennoxville. | used a vibrator power supply to 
provide 110v AC. I had one large speaker in the back and one in the front. | always locked 
my car so | wondered who the hell could have a key to a Cadillac trunk? 

| found out when | went home the next day. Police awakened my wife at 2 a.m. in the 
morning inquiring about me. What was | doing in Lennoxville and so on? Of course, this 
scared the shit out of my wife so | phoned the police to find out what was going on. It 
seems some neighbour, who spotted the car parked so long on the street, had called them 
and when they saw the hi-fi stuff, they figured that the car was stolen and were looking for 
burglar’s tools or some other crap in the trunk. When | started to complain about this, their 
answer was, “We were doing it for your own protection.” 

Norman moved in with Dale and Ricky. | wondered how long that would last knowing 
Norman’s propensity for women. | asked Dale how everything was going. He assured me 
that it was all working out and Norman was looking for another place to live. 

One day Ricky decided to have a bath in the afternoon. Norman had just finished his 
classes and entered the apartment. Ricky stepped out of the tub wrapped in a towel. This 
was too much for Norman to bear. At that moment Dale also was returning from teaching. 
He was ascending the stairs when he heard a loud BONG! For a fleeting moment, Dale 
thought it sounded like Norman’s head. He was right-it was. Norman had made the mistake 
of grabbing Ricky. She picked up the frying pan and coshed him. When Dale arrived he was 
holding his head and staggering around. | learned all this from Dale the next day and we 
were breaking up listening to him tell the story. 

Norman related a lot of his exploits to me but | cannot divulge any of them in this 
effort for they were told in confidence. Suffice it to say that he was quite a lascivious fellow. 

As the first semester wore on, there were rumours that a student uprising was 
fomenting. Then there were rumblings about teachers uprising and so on. | was absent 
during the weekends and this is when a lot of this stuff was happening. Finally one day, 
there was a notice posted on the bulletin board announcing the fact that Fred Turly would 
be meeting with any teachers that might have complaints. He had heard the rumours about 
impending trouble and he wanted to get to the bottom of it. This sounded like the same old 
crap to me, but | had nothing to lose so | decided to talk to him. | had been trying to get a 
phone in the staff room and also had tried to get a math ball for an IBM Selectric that | was 
trying to use to write my exams. | phoned and scheduled an appointment with Fred. 

| don’t think there were many takers for his interviewing. When | walked in, he had 
the same, dour expression on his face that he had when | first met him. | know he was 
probably thinking, “Oh no, not this asshole again! | sat down and he said, “Can you tell me 
what the hell is going on? | feel a lot of negativity and | would like to know where it’s 
coming from.” 

“It’s coming from improper communications, | suspect.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“When we have any complaints, we go to the next level. They are supposed to do 
something about it. They don’t or they tell us that you haven’t approved of the idea. Then 
they turn around and assure you that everything is going along famously.” 

Fred started to listen. | continued. “We teachers are soldiers in the trenches. We are 
the ones that have to do the actual teaching. We require certain things that are supposed to 
be provided by our captains or lieutenants. The students grumble, the teachers grumble 
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and the captains and lieutenants that report to you are assuring you that everything is fine. 
They are more interested in trying to become a general themselves.” 

“What would you have me do?” 

“That’s simple. Get rid of the Captains and Lieutenants that are not doing their jobs. 
Get rid of the dead wood.” 

I’m sure that | wasn’t the only one that was enlightening Fred. Also, Fred was no 
dummy sol’m pretty sure he had caught on to Ray’s shenanigans. We chatted for a bit and 
| asked about a phone. Fred told me that he had connected the phone in the staff room 
already. | didn’t know this. Then he asked me, “Do you know how much the phone bill was 
for that month?” 

| confessed that | did not know. Fred answered his own question and said, “$4000.” It 
seems that several of the teachers had decided to make long distance calls to Vancouver 
and beyond. He continued, “So you see why I’m loathe to put a phone in the staff room.” | 
asked him if there weren’t some way for me to call my wife. Fred said that he would see 
what he could do about this and the typewriter ball. Both were forthcoming. And wonder of 
wonders, Ray got fired. This upset all the teachers. Most of them liked Ray. The students 
were furious. Some of them started threatening Molotov cocktails again. A lot of the 
teachers were going to strike in Ray’s favour, among them Norman and of course Dave was 
sallying forth with his invective. Pete was to be the new principal. When | heard this, | 
sighed with joy. Finally, we would get somebody in authority that would do something. As! 
recall there were only 3 teachers out of the 60 that were supporting Pete. That was because 
they didn’t know what the real facts were. Jim and Rudy were too chicken to stand up for 
Pete even though they knew about Ray. | decided to do some campaigning to avoid an all 
out rebellion. | was friendly with a lot of the teachers so | went in to talk to them and 
enlighten them about Ray. | commandeered Norman first, who was very vocal in his 
support for Ray. After a few conversations with him, he was not so vociferous. A lot of the 
teachers got very upset with me, but facts are facts. | was accosted a couple of times by 
some students, but after | explained some of the history with Ray to them, they began to 
back off a bit. The final upshot was that Ray was history. Not only that but Fred was so 
angry with him when he found out about the plot to take over his job that he banished Ray 
completely from the CEGEP. He would not even allow him to be hired as a part-time teacher 
nor would he allow him to take any courses. In other words, Ray was summarily banned 
from the Champlain campus. Ray ended up working in the local post office. This was a 
perfect job for him. He had a structured environment where the decisions to be made were 
simple enough. 

| genuinely felt sorry for the man. He not only lost his job, but he lost his wife as well. 
His wife took a fancy to one of the male students and ran off with her kids, shacking up 
with him in an apartment in town. Of all the guys to shack up with, this guy took the cake. 
He was a loud-mouthed hippie type that was always dissenting about something. He was 
rude beyond belief and would try to bully the teachers. 

One day | walked into my office and he was sitting in my chair with his feet on my 
desk. Rudy, of course, was doing nothing. | looked at him and said, “What do you think 
you’re doing?” 

“I’m sitting here. What does it look like?” 

“It looks like you’re in my chair and | want to use it, so get your fucking feet off my 
desk.” 


Page 92 of 108 


“I want to sit here,” he countered. 

With that | grabbed him by both of his feet and | spun him around on my swivel desk 
chair. He went ass over teakettle, landing on the floor with the chair on top of him. “Now, 
git,” | said. | fully expected some physical reaction so | was ready for that, but he 
sheepishly arose and left the room. Rudy was stultified, but a bit amused. 

After that, | had no trouble with this fellow. When | passed him in the hall, he would 
always Say hello and be polite to me. He was a very strange character. 

As soon as Pete took the reins, things started to happen. He cleaned out the entire 
deadwood in the administration. He fired the Adult Education man since Fred’s daughter, 
Judy, was actually running the whole show and she decided to quit. Once that happened, 
the whole section fell apart. Nobody knew the schedule or even who the students were. It 
became a complete mess. Then to add insult to injury, the man’s wife handed him divorce 
papers when he came home one night. She was a nurse and decided to run off with some 
other fellow. He ended up living in his summer cabin with his dog. | liked the guy because 
he was a piano player. Sometimes he would join me at the theatre and we would play duets. 
I did try to intercede for him, but Pete was adamant and told me that there was no job that 
he could find that the fellow could do properly. 

Pete arranged to have his phone directly plugged in to the FPPL Montreal line so that 
| could use it. He gave me a key to his office and | would go in there on occasion and phone 
my wife or friends. Pete had one of these phones with 4 lines on it. When any line was 
used, the light would come on. One night when I was phoning my wife, | had to hang up fast 
because she had to go to the door or something. | noticed that after | hung up, the light 
stayed on for a second. Somebody was on that line. | ran into the other room where Dave 
had his office and he was sitting there in the dark. | asked him, “What the hell do you think 
you’re doing?” 

“I’m sorry, | happened to pick up the line you were on.” 

“Really? In the dark?” 

“! couldn’t see that it was being used.” 

“Man, you’re sitting in the dark and you can’t see the light on that line?” 

Dave said nothing but he knew that I had caught him. | began to think back and | 
suddenly realized that he was the one that was constantly going on about my having 
another job at Loyola and having Fridays off. In fact, when | thought more on it, he was 
always disparaging someone or trying to get him or her in trouble. 

Pete and | were talking one day and | happened to complain about Dave. Pete asked 
me whether Dave had said anything about him to me. | told him that on occasion he did. 
Pete asked me to report to him any more vilification if it occurred. | said | would. 

Dave started to suck around trying to make me forget about the phone incident. He 
even invited me for supper. | went and he spent most of the evening disrespecting Pete and 
trying to get me to side with him on various issues. | pretended to go along but the next day 
| told Pete about the event. Pete was pissed off and said, “I thought we were over that one,” 
referring to some past imbroglio with Dave that I did not know about. 

In a few weeks, the word was out that Dave had been cashiered. Everybody was 
shocked. | was not. Dave came to me for sympathy, but he didn’t get much. | told him, “You 
can be fired for not parting your hair properly. Don’t fight it. Start looking for another job. 
Why would you want to stay here if they don’t want you?” 
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Dave managed to elicit some sympathy from some of the other teachers that didn’t 
know him very well, but it all blew over very quickly and he was toast. He was able to landa 
job at a boy’s private school some weeks later, so it turned out that he might have found 
another environment more suitable to his particular talents. 


New Buildin 


Just after the onset of my second year, the teaching staff was told that we were to 
move into a new building. The CEGEP teachers would use the building exclusively and the 
government had put aside some funds for this. Pete then sent around a memo to elect 
representatives to the building committee. It was also rumoured that there was to be a 
music facility and | was supposed to be involved in this. Dave was already making noises 
about using up a lot of the space for Student Services. When | heard about this, I decided to 
try to get myself elected on the building committee so that | could at least garner some 
space for a math lab and a music section. So, when the nominations were submitted | 
managed to have my name put on the list. 

Of course | figured that | was not too popular with the rest of the teachers because of 
the Ray incident, but wonder of wonders, | got enough votes to sit on the committee. All 
told, there were eight of us including Dave, who immediately started to try to take over and 
bulldoze his cockeyed ideas about how the building should be designed. Pete was the 
chairman of the committee. 

We hired an architect and after a lot of wrangling, we designed a building. Dave was 
going ape because the rest of the committee sided with me when | pointed out that this 
was, after all, an institution of learning, not principally for student activities. Looking back 
on it, | would say that we had designed quite a nice edifice. Most of the classrooms had 
windows, the A-V man and | agreed on putting cameras and other electronic facilities in the 
classrooms so that if students missed a lecture, for example, he or she could check out the 
tape. The music section was below that of the math section, which would make it very 
convenient for me if | ended up teaching both subjects. | was asked to canvas around for 
music teachers. This was no problem at the time since I knew plenty of musicians, both 
classical and jazz that would have loved to teach their particular fortes. | also tried to 
satisfy as many of the staff as I could, like the English section, Physics lab etc. | ran around 
getting input from these people and when all was said and done, most of them were happy 
with the plan that the architect had drawn up. However, things were humming along much 
too smoothly and Murphy’s Law had to come into play. 

| don’t recall the specific point but | do recall that all 8 members of the building 
committee had agreed upon whatever this was. Pete did not approve for some reason. 
However, he was outvoted, or so we thought. It seems that he had the final say no matter 
what we had decided. When I heard this and Pete got finished with his diatribe about why 
this thing would not work, | said sarcastically, “Well, so much for democracy!” and walked 
away. 

Pete was taken aback somewhat and kept trying to rationalize the situation but we all 
got the message loud and clear. However, in fairness to Pete, he did support us on every 
other decision that we made. 

As | said, because most of the staff was happy and looking forward to the new 
building (which was to be erected that year), something had to go wrong. It did. At the last 


Page 94 of 108 


minute, somebody in government pulled the plug and our building vanished forever, 
bursting in the neurotic air. Needless to say, this event did not boost the general morale of 
the institution. But | believe that Dave’s antipathy towards almost any proposal that was 
made by committee members had a lot to do with his living out his final moments at 
Champlain. The rest of the administration just found him too cantankerous for even them. 

Coupled with this, was the embarrassment engendered by this sudden reneging. We 
had to inform all of the potential candidates that were hoping for a position in the new 
school. | don’t know what forces were fomenting this decision but | suspect that Bishops 
did not want to be cut off completely from the government’s gravy train, which would 
certainly happen if we became a completely separate entity. All that money they were 
getting for building usage, library privileges etc. would be no more. So | guess somebody 
with some connections lobbied the government and somehow convinced him or her that 
they were spending money for nothing. After all, who really gives a damn about education 
anyway? 


Classification 


Previously, a local Board or school principal or some other means determined the 
teachers’ salaries. Some bright spark thought up the idea of creating a pay scale based on 
academic achievement and years of experience. The years of experience would include 
time spent in other fields, such as business, engineering etc. The academic achievement 
would be based on the number of credits received at a higher institution of learning. The 
level of education would place you in a certain category. Bachelor’s degrees would be 
considered as category 16 or 17 depending on the number of course credits one had. 
Category 18 or 19 was reserved for Master’s degrees-i.e. No one could be in category 18 or 
19 unless they had a master’s degree. The same thing applied to category 20, which was 
reserved for the PhDs and the highest one could go. 

Once this plan was instituted and teachers’ documentations were assessed, there 
were a nimiety of protests and cries of dissatisfaction. A few of the teachers with PhDs got 
classified as 18-4 or whatever. The fact that they had a doctorate did not put them into 
category 20 unless they had taken enough courses to warrant their being there. Thus, if 
some PhD wrote a thesis or worse still, took an oral exam, he or she was in for a big 
surprise. It was not all bad. Some salaries went up just because these people had taken 
extra courses. If they were lucky enough to have a master’s degree as well (like me), they 
could go up to 19 with no difficulty. 

When | first submitted my documents, | was classified as 17-29/30, but since they had 
not counted my master’s degree, it was amended to 18-29/30. | took great delight in 
dunning and receiving reimbursements from administration. These monies were 
considerable and came in handy to pay off a lot of debts. However, my classification was 
still in error so | sent it in on appeal, which one was allowed to do. The first mistake was 
amended through a mutual friend, who happened to know a minister in the government so 
things were speeded up a bit. | got full credit for my years of business experience so that | 
was now considered 18-15 even though I had my master’s degree. The result of all this was 
that most of the teachers got screwed. Their stipends, in the majority of instances, were not 
commensurate with their academic achievements. So, the next year, a lot of them left and 
sought other positions. 
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| must backtrack a bit. | mentioned previously that my friend, Thad, had been hired by 
Department of Education. We kept in touch over the years and one day when | phoned him, 
he said, “Guess what department I’m now working in?” 

“I don’t know, man-where?” 

“I’m on the classification committee.” 

“What? Are you kidding?” 

Thad laughed and asked, “How’s that for poetic justice?” 

“Now you can pay those assholes back that wouldn’t hire you!” I said with a vicious 
laugh. 

Thad said, “Well, let’s just say that | am scrutinizing their qualifications very 
carefully.” 

| cackled in glee and said, “Man, you’re even beginning to talk like a functionaire.” 

“Well, you have to play the role.” 

| then told him about my classification dilemma and asked him if he might come 
across it, he could help speed things up. 

“Don’t worry, Keith. If 1 see it, | will give it the utmost attention.” He laughed and we 
talked about old times when we were schlepping around looking for gigs. 

A few months passed and | got a call from Pete. It seems that my classification had 
been revised and | now was bumped up to 20-3/30 and 15 years of experience (the 
maximum allowed). | received another reimbursement, but | could not be classified at 20 
due to the fact that | did not have a doctorate. However, 19-15 was fine and | appreciated 
the fistful of money that I received every two weeks. Most of this occurred during my third 
year at Champlain. The classification scheme wasn’t all bad. There was even one for the 
administration. Needless to say, the salary scale was higher. 


Textbooks 


One thing that was particularly irksome was the rising cost of textbooks. The prices 
of the texts had skyrocketed to ridiculous amounts and teachers now had difficulty getting 
the publishers to send sample copies. They did this in the past so that the subject 
instructor could examine different texts and choose the appropriate one for his course. 
Now, this was completely abandoned for any English-type course. It was even becoming 
more difficult to obtain sample texts of scientific subjects. | still was frantically looking for 
an adequate text to a vector geometry course. One of the conditions that | had imposed if I 
were to teach the course was to make it mandatory that students had passed the basic 
calculus course. | found out very quickly the first time | taught the course that | was 
hamstrung without certain calculus concepts and wound up having to explain and include 
them all the same. 

| was appalled to see the new textbooks. The paper was inferior, the printing itself left 
a lot to be desired but most of all, the prices were way too expensive. Obviously, the 
academic textbook publishing had become a sweet racket and the students were rife for 
plucking. | was also instructed to find an adequate calculus text but the books they sent me 
didn’t impress me all that much. There was one that wasn’t too bad that Dale liked, but it 
was around $30. CEGEP students didn’t have that kind of money. Dale finally left it up to 
me to find an adequate text for both the calculus courses and vector geometry. | told Dale 
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that if | could not find anything, | would have to revert to the text | used when | went to 
college. He laughed and said that would be OK. 

This text was strictly a “bread and butter” type of calculus text. It was used by MIT 
(Massachusetts Institute of Technology) and my college was affiliated with this institution 
and so followed their lead in their use of texts. | phoned up the publisher and asked how 
much the books were now. (They had been around $2 when | was in college). Now they 
were $11. This seemed reasonable enough, but at this juncture, Ray was still the principal 
and he gave me some bullshit about the Bishops bookstore and how | had to do this and 
that and go through all this nonsense. Having dealt with those people before, | hoped to 
avoid any contact at all. 

| decided to take a chance. | found out how many calculus students we were having 
for the first year and I ordered a box of them and had them sent to Ray’s office. | heard 
nothing for a few weeks and then | got a very irate phone call from Ray wondering about 
the books. After he calmed down, he wanted to send them back. | told him he could not do 
that, as it was a done deal. Anyway, after all the shit settled, the books ended up at the 
Bishops bookstore and they charged each student $14 per book. That really pissed me off. 
Ray could have sold the books right out of his office and saved each student $3. 

The above episode convinced me that | was going to have to write my own text on 
vector geometry. | would then use the Xerox facilities that the CEGEP now had and sell the 
copies to the students at a price that would just cover the cost of the Xeroxing. | needed an 
illustrator for the drawings and as luck would have it, | found a female student that was a 
whiz at making 3D drawings. She also happened to be very talented in mathematics so | 
commandeered her during the summer and produced a text of sorts. 

Before anyone had a chance to 86 this project, | went personally to the Xerox people 
and they were happy to produce 100 copies of the book. | charged each student $4 for the 
book and told them that there might be some mistakes in some of the problems since | had 
worked them out hurriedly on my calculator. | would appreciate their checking over each 
and every exercise with the utmost scrutiny. 

Of course they jumped on this. Any way a student can find a teacher’s mistake gives 
him the utmost glee. As it turned out my book had 114 pages. There were 50 pages of 
mistakes! | amended these pages, had them reprinted and used the new copies for the new 
class. This class found another 10 pages of errors. The third time around, the class found 3 
minor errors. Now the text was almost perfect. 


Hiring 


At the end of the second year, it became apparent that we needed another math 
instructor. A hiring committee was formed and | was chosen to be on it as well as Date. A 
new administrator had been hired whose name should be Bill for this writing. He was an ex 
CIA man and his purpose was to “oversee” students and teachers at McGreer. | did not 
interact with him that much until we formed the math hiring committee. He set the ground 
rules by stating that if anyone on the committee did not like any candidate for any reason, 
he would not even think of hiring that person. 

We discussed what qualities we were looking for. | wanted the candidate to know 
something about math first and foremost and secondly, | wanted to see how he taught. This 
required the candidate to explain some math concept to me or members of the committee. 
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My judgment would be simple. After | witnessed his performance, would | want to be taught 
by this fellow? When | proposed this, | was razzed and the butt of many jokes. However, 
upon asking the others what criteria they wanted to use, there were vague answers about 
“fitting in” and inquiring whether he would really like to live in Lummokxville. 

“No one wants to live in Lummoxville,” | averred. The others in the committee broke 
into peals of laughter. “Can | at least check on the fellow’s qualifications?” 

“Oh, Keith, you’re too much,” said one fellow. 

Bill, who was quiet all this time suddenly spoke and said, “Keith has a good idea 
there. Go ahead and check the guy out, if you want.” That shut the others up for the 
moment. 

We had two or three candidates to check out. | checked out their credentials by 
phone in each case. But when it came time for the demo lecture, Dale told me to go ahead, 
he and the others were going to the tavern and to join him after the interview. There’s 
nothing like confidence in your fellow man. 

| went through my bit and hopefully was polite as | could be. | found that in each 
case, the candidates were passable, but what! didn’t know was that one of the others had 
already nixed the candidate for one reason or another. 

Then we had a physics man that applied. He had allegedly written a string of papers. 
Bat was not around to check him out academically so | decided to see if his credentials 
were for real. | phoned England and tried to get confirmation but before | could finish my 
quest, Bill was on my case for spending money for the long distance call. Later | went to 
the tavern to have a draught with the boys and guess who was there? Yes, it was the 
English physicist. He seemed to be right at home among those 12 oz. glasses. Guess whom 
they decided to hire? Right again-the English physicist. Bill called me in to tell me that the 
rest of the boys had decided on this fellow, since he seemed to “fit in”. If | vetoed him, it 
was all over. | told him that | would not veto so he was hired. 

When | returned the third year, a new face in the math department surprised me. It 
seems that Pete had to hire somebody at the last minute because one of the physics people 
moved on. He was a French-Canadian fellow whom I shall call, Jean. Jean was quite bright 
and played a great game of chess. He whipped all the other boys in the math lab. However, | 
detected some antipathy from the group. At first | put it down to the usual “new boy” 
syndrome. But it persisted and it was obvious that poor Jean did not “fit in.” Furthermore, 
there was grumbling from the students, which | did not pay much attention to until the 
Korean man came in one day and went on a rant something terrible. After | calmed him 
down, he asked me for an explanation of some concept and | attempted to clarify it for him. 
At that exact moment, Jean walked in and started to butt in with another explanation, 
whereupon the Korean fellow went ballistic again. It was very embarrassing. | tried to 
assuage everyone and finally succeeded but to make matters worse for poor Jean, there 
were a lot of witnesses to this scene. | liked Jean. He was bit odd at times but so what, 
aren’t we all? 

Jean was good natured and took it all in stride but after | left, Pete tried to terminate 
Jean’s contract, but the union stepped in and he could not get rid of him. Jean did not want 
to go either so Pete put him in an office next to the furnace room and gave him no classes 
to teach. Jean hung on for one semester and then decided to move on. | am glad | was not 
there. 
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The Union 


The first year | was teaching, we had no union but some insurance man came in to 
sell us a special policy. It was not mandatory so | opted not to bother with it since it would 
deduct even more monies from my already depleted salary check. My friend, Jacques, upon 
hearing about this went into a snit and kept badgering me to take the insurance. | was 
adamant until the day | happened to run into the insurance fellow who was about to leave. 
He again approached me abbot joining this special group insurance and against my better 
judgment, | succumbed and signed up for it. It’s a good thing | did, as | will explain later. 

The second year when all the new teachers were hired, some of the more vociferous 
individuals started campaigning for a union. Most of the new staff didn’t want to know 
about it. A private insurance company now covered most of them. The union organizers 
kept calling meetings and they could never get a majority vote to sanction a union. 

Then, after the second year, these same individuals called another meeting during 
the summer holidays and finally voted in a union with 9 people-4 against and 5 for. When 
the rest of us returned, we were stunned to find out that we were now covered by the SSQ 
instead of our old insurance company. Further, we had some representative that | had 
never heard of and when | met him, | pegged him for one of these agitators that never do 
anything constructive but are always griping or nit picking about some petty or imagined 
grievance. All the time | was at Champlain, | can’t remember one thing that the union did for 
the teaching staff, except extract more money from them, of course. And, needless to say, 
as soon as we became unionized, | found that the whole atmosphere began to change for 
the worse. For one thing, as | previously mentioned, we had these new administrators that 
were being hired that, as far as | could tell, were completely superfluous. Now, before you 
could axe anybody, you had to jump through a lot more hoops and chances are, you had to 
retain the asshole, even if he were a complete and utter incompetent. The good news was 
that they brought in tenure. So, if you didn’t’ get the boot after 3 years, you could stay 
forever as long as you were not found guilty of moral turpitude. 

As an illustration of just how effective the union was on campus, | must relate the 
following vignette. We were about to hold a teacher’s meeting that included all of the staff 
members. Prior to the meeting the teachers who were the chief activists in the union were 
ranting and excoriating Pete like never before. How dare he do this? How dare he do that? 
When he shows up, we’ll show him. They were all fired up and when they saw me, they 
approached me and continued with their deprecations. They wanted to do everything to 
poor Pete except crucify him. | became alarmed because of the vociferous manner in which 
they were carrying on. | decided to leave and give Pete a warning about what | thought 
might transpire. | caught him just as he was coming down the hall and | told him about the 
ado going on in the staff room. Pete said, “Thanks, Keith. I’ll take care of it.” 

| followed him into the staff room and as soon as he entered, you could hear a pin 
drop. Pete strode up to the front of the room, faced the gathering and announced, “1 
understand that there are some gripes or issues that should be brought to my attention.” 
All the while he was staring them down. He continued, “If there are any complaints, I’d like 
to hear them right now before we get started.” He said this with such authority, that even | 
was impressed. Not one voice was heard. Pete waited for about 15 seconds, still staring 
them down. There was still no voice forthcoming. Then he continued, “Well, in that case, 
let’s get on with the following items.” 
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After the meeting terminated, Pete walked out of the room and as soon as he 
departed, the same people who had been vilifying him prior to his coming started up again. 
They came over to me to complain. | looked at them and made a noise like a chicken and 
told them that | never wanted to hear any noise from them again. | said, “If you don’t have 
the courage of your own convictions, then you deserve anything you get.” | was not too 
popular with these people from than on. 


Incidents 


About 3 or 4 weeks after classes had begun, | dropped in to see Ray. Imagine my 
complete consternation when | observed a familiar figure. It was Lou! | was taken aback, to 
say the least. What the hell was he doing at Champlain? In a moment the answer was 
forthcoming. Ray looked at me and said, “Hello Keith. | want you to meet a new member of 
our staff. This is...” 

“I know who he is,” | snapped. “He’s the man that shafted me at Dawson College.” 

Ray was puzzled and was about to say something when Lou said, “Yes I know. It was 
all a terrible mistake and...” 

“| don’t want to hear it,” | said. And turning to Ray, | asked, “Are you really hiring this 
guy?” 

“Yes Keith, what’s the problem?” 

“He can’t be trusted. That’s one of the problems. However, | don’t want to waste my 
time going over all of this. You can ask him. I’m outta here.” | left them. | couldn’t believe 
that | would be working with this jive mother. 

Later Lou came suck-holing around and managed to show up at Ray’s parties. Lou 
put on his friendly act and the other teachers could not understand my antipathy towards 
him. However, Pete was not so stupid. He kept his eye on Lou and eventually, Lou was 
cashiered. | was told by a few people that Lou’s wife was a real virago. Nobody wanted 
anything to do with her because she was so snarky. 

| also heard that Lou was eventually placed on sick leave and ended up with some 
shrink, getting his wig tightened. It couldn’t have happened to a better individual. In any 
case, Lou was out of the picture before the year ended. 

During my first semester of teaching at Champlain an incident occurred that is not to 
be believed. | had just finished teaching the Man and Modern Jazz course. Ray had asked 
that I turn over my final marks to him and he would have his secretary, Barbara, type them 
up. Recall that Barbara’s daughter was the one that was supposedly molested at that party. 
| asked Ray if | could phone in the marks since my big mark sheet was in Roxboro. | had 
taken it home when | corrected the exams. Ray preferred a written copy so | asked, “Would 
you like me to give you the whole sheet with all the homework, class test marks and 
absences?” 

Ray’s eyes lit up. “That would be perfect Keith. When can | have it?” 

“On Monday, when | return, I’Il bring it with me.” 

“Perfect,” said he and | departed. 

These were the days before computers and my method of keeping track of all the 
student info was to put everything down on a huge matrix with multi rows and columns. | 
guess one could consider this as a “hard copy” spreadsheet. A company called Brownline 
produced these giant notepads for accounting use. They were perfect for teachers. 
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| first checked over the columns to see if they were properly labelled. | had columns 
for the following marks: homework, class tests, class averages, final exam, final grade and 
finally a column for the number of absences for each student. My marking scheme was 
simple enough. | would average the homework marks and the class tests. | would then 
average the two marks to yield a class average, which | would write down in another 
column. Next, would be the column for the final exam mark. The final mark was calculated 
by taking 2/3 of the better mark between the class average and the final exam and 1/3 of the 
lesser. For example, if one got a 70 for his or her class average and a 61 in the final, then 
one’s final mark would be (70+70+61)/3=67. All of this was blatantly apparent on the sheet 
and the “final mark” column was even inscribed with dark black ink. | gave the sheet to Ray 
and gave him a quick explanation to make sure that he understood my marking method. 
Ray seemed to be happy with it all and after giving it another once-over, he took it out to 
Barbara to type up. | left the office and heard nothing until the next semester when one of 
my female humanities students accosted me in the hall. 

This girl was one of my better students and | remember giving her an 86 as a final 
mark. She began by saying, “Mr. White. Could | speak to you about something?” 

“Anything,” said I, wondering why she looked so sad. 

“Well,” she continued, “I thought | did pretty well in your course.” 

“You did. You got an 86 as | recall.” 

“| thought my mark might be around there.” 

“So, what’s the problem? Did you want a higher mark?” | asked kidding her. 

She did not laugh and told me, “I got 15 as a final mark.” 

“What? That’s not possible!” | replied angrily. 

“No, it’s true and so-and-so got 7 and...” 

She named off a few other students who had similar marks and they were all very 
unhappy. So was I, since most of them had high final marks. What the hell was going on? 

“I can’t believe this,” | said and added, “There’s no way that these marks are going 
on your record. I’ll get to the bottom of this and get back to you.” 

“Oh, thank you Mr. White. | didn’t want to bother you, but | thought there might be 
some mistake.” 

“You can bother me anytime about any errors or injustice. I'll find out what’s 
happening.” 

We parted and | immediately stomped into Ray’s office and apprised him of what had 
just transpired. We then went to see Barbara, who showed me what she had done. She had 
copied the figures from the absent column instead of the final marks column. 

Then she said, “I thought it kind of odd that all those students would get those low 
marks.” 

“Did it ever occur to you to check the top of the column to see if you had the right 
figures?” 

“Yes, | did. See?” and she took my paper and pointed out that the column she chose 
indeed had been named “final marks.” Unfortunately, she was wrong. | pointed this out to 
her. 

“Oh,” she said sheepishly, “I guess | made a mistake.” 

“I guess you did. Now you’re going to have to change them, aren’t you?” 

Ray was still standing there and he said, “That might be a problem, Keith. We’ve 
already entered the marks in the computer and sent them out.” 
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“That’s your problem, not mine. | suggest that you both get cracking right now and 
unenter them in the computer and resend the proper results.” 

“This will be quite difficult, but we definitely should do something.” 

“How about firing Barbara for a start,” | joked. 

Ray looked at me askance and then said, “I could see where she might become 
confused,” 

“Ray, you checked over that sheet twice before you gave it to Barbara. Don’t try to 
put this off on me.” 

“No, | didn’t mean to imply that.” 

“Yes you did, but that’s OK. From now on, I’m not handing in my marks to any 
secretary. | will type them up myself and give them personally to the computer man.” 

“Now Keith, there’s no necessity for that.” 

“Are you serious? What do you think has just happened?” 

It took a few weeks but all the marks were corrected and my girl student was now 
very happy. What really got to me was the fact that only one student had the nerve to 
apprise me of the error. Had she not told me about this, those marks would have blemished 
their academic records and | probably never would have found out. Why didn’t some of the 
other students have the temerity to complain about the marks? Maybe they had complained 
to Ray and he sluffed them off since it required his doing something more complicated than 
holding a meeting. Were they so afraid of the system that they thought they couldn’t attain 
any justice? Another thought crossed my mind. Maybe Barbara did this deliberately, either 
through her own malice towards me or by obeying one of Ray’s directives. After all, he was 
constantly criticizing that course even though it was slowly garnering more favourable 
attention from staff and students alike. 

During the same semester of my teaching the Man and Modern Jazz course, | thought 
that the students might be enlightened somewhat by viewing an actual jam session. 
Bishops had a huge video tape recorder that | managed to borrow for the weekend. I called 
some old musician friends and had them come over to jam in my basement. | had my son, 
then 9, film the effort. We played 2 or 3 tunes, alternating piano players and drummers and 
ended up with a 1-hour tape. 

When the Monday class started, I wheeled in the TV and told the students that they 
were to watch the screen. Most of the students had never seen a jazz session. | left them for 
the hour and returned. They were also surprised to see their teacher playing in the video. 
Of course, I had them write their impressions in their next essay, but | learned a lot from the 
experience. One of the things that really threw them was the lack of any music and how we 
could just sit down and play together. 

Another weekend | suddenly realized that | had no material left for a lecture. | only 
thought of this Monday morning just before | left to go to college. There was no time to 
prepare anything. | had to think fast. | grabbed some jazz records and a Lenny Bruce 
album. | mentally concocted an outline for the material that | had brought and again 
managed to get through the classes with the material. Most of the students really liked the 
Lenny Bruce bits and of course, this type of humour dovetailed beautifully with the rest of 
the course material. 

Some suit had decided to carve up the church/auditorium into six small classrooms. 
Since the slope of the old pews occupied about two stories, this sounded like a capital 
idea. The deed was done and when | returned that semester | found my calculus class 
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moved to these new quarters. Unfortunately, nobody had thought about the ventilation, 
heating or cooling of these rooms. In September the rooms were sweatboxes. In winter, one 
would probably freeze. So far, any equipment they had installed was not working. To top 
this all off, there was a tiny little blackboard in each room. This is anathema for any math 
class. | had to get out of there so | canvassed around but found all of the Bishops rooms 
occupied except for one, which was a conference type format. However, there was space 
for three blackboards that was not utilized for anything else that I could see. 

Just as | was wandering down the hall, | saw Mac emerging from a storeroom of 
some sort with some carpenters that worked at Bishops. | went up to say hello and | 
noticed all these blackboards just sitting in that storeroom. A light bulb appeared over my 
head. | commandeered the head carpenter and said, “I was just looking for you. | wonder if 
you would be so kind as to take 3 of those boards and install them in room so-and-so.” We 
then walked to the room and | pointed out where they were to go. 

He answered, “No problem, we can do this right away if you like.” 

“That would be perfect. | have a calculus class tomorrow.” 

| checked later and he did a masterful job. When my class met the next day, | told 
them to follow me and we went to the new place. Of course, someone rat-finked on me 
again and | had to see Pete. After he gave me shit, he laughed and told me that he was glad 
that | did it and he would try to keep us there in that room, which he did. The room was 
used from then on for various math courses and the instructors loved all that board space. 

In one of my classes, | had a very disturbed individual whom | shall call, Pest. Pest 
was continuously disrupting the class and being obnoxious. | threw him out a few times but 
one day he refused to go when | told him to. That is when | lost it and | used a few Anglo- 
Saxon expletives and went for him. He scooted out but the class was really stunned 
because they had never seen me in such a bad mood. This time | made certain that Pest did 
not come back. | went to see Pete, but he was way ahead of me. It seems that Pest had 
been spotted driving out with half of the Physics lab. They went to his house and seized the 
stuff and returned it after they had expelled Pest and banned him from the campus. 

| was at one of the shopping centers filling the larder when | heard a voice, “Mr. 
White, how are you?” It was Pest. He was falling all over me telling me how much he had 
enjoyed my teaching and so on. | could not believe what | was hearing. 

| asked him, “What are you doing here?” 

“I’m working here now,” he explained. 

“Where?” 

“At Radio Shack.” 

This made both of us burst out laughing because he knew that | knew about the 
physics equipment, 

“That sounds like the perfect job for you,” | said wryly. 

He laughed and said, “Listen, if you need any electronic equipment, you know where 
to get it.” 

“Right,” said | and we chatted a bit more and | departed. 

Some years later when | was in Roxboro, | did need some mikes and a mixer for 
recording. | scanned the ads in the paper and came across this one ad that seemed to have 
the exact stuff that | needed. | motored over to this address that the fellow gave me over the 
phone and when | walked in, whom did | see? You guessed it-my old math student. He 
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recognized me at once and after some palaver he sold me exactly what | needed at a very 
low price. He gave me his number in case | needed anything else. 

The math department consisted of four people initially. The other three were into 
games. They would play all sorts of games during their breaks such as chess, checkers 
and the like, but they also had some fairly esoteric games that were quite challenging. | had 
gone through my game period when I| was younger so | would relax at the motel watching 
TV or reading. A girl from the English department, whom | shall call, Mary, used to visit the 
math lab and of course, the boys would incorporate her into the games they were playing. 
Mary would not know the first thing about whatever game they were playing, but would 
always wind up winning as soon as she was taught the rules. It was a standing joke. It was 
also somewhat embarrassing that some English major could waltz in and whip the math 
students at their own games. Mary was very bright as one can see. | had occasion to utilize 
her talents. 

My vectors class this one semester had two or three very bright students. One of 
them was just this side of being a male, chauvinist pig. He was always cracking jokes about 
women and his sense of humour was somewhat Rabelaisian. Near the end of the course, | 
took ill and | was uncertain as to whether | would be able to cover this particular topic, 
which | had already put on the final exam. | had covered 2/3 of it but it needed to be 
finalized, so to speak. | could not enlist the aid of the other math teachers or the physics 
people because they all had classes at that time. What was I to do? | thought of Mary. | 
called her in and explained the general principles. She was completely at sea with vectors 
sol had her memorize the lecture. She picked up on it right away. Then | said to her, “There 
is this fellow in there who will undoubtedly try to catch you up on a question. I’m pretty 
sure what he will ask you so | will give you your answer. He won’t expect what you will tell 
him, so when his jaw drops and he’s trying to think up something to say, you scoot out of 
there.” 

We again went over all the material and Mary went the next day and delivered the 
lecture. When she came back to report what happened, she was laughing heartily. She got 
through the lecture, astounding all the students and just as | had predicted, the mcp fellow 
accosted her and asked her the question. She stared him down and answered him as | 
instructed and left him with his jaw dropped and sputtering. When | returned to class, the 
students were still mystified by an English teacher coming in to take over a math class. | 
told them that she had studied math as a minor; that’s why she was always hanging about 
the math lab. 

| was assigned a calculus Il class. This was a more advanced calculus course and 
naturally, there were fewer students, but better ones. There were two particularly good 
students in this class. One was a mature Korean student who had already passed his BSc 
in Korea, but because of some dumbfuck bureaucratic rule, had to repeat all the courses in 
Canada and so ended up in the CEGEP system. He was one of the students that were 
always around Norman. Another fellow was a young Canadian that was also very adept at 
math. He was more outspoken than the Korean chap and always asked me challenging 
questions. Fortunately, | was able to answer all of them. He would always get high marks 
on the exams and wound up getting a mark in the 90s as | recollect. | expected him to show 
up in my vectors course or in Calculus Ill, which | was slated to teach the following year. 

Again, after | had terminated my employment at the CEGEP, | ran into this fellow 
while shopping. When | inquired as to what he was doing, he told me that had taken a job 
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as an auto mechanic! | could not believe this. | asked him why since he once alleged that he 
might want to go into medicine. Now if it’s one thing the medical profession needs, it is a 
doctor with mathematical training. 

My ex-student replied, “I thought carefully about it and decided that | did not want the 
responsibility of a profession. | didn’t want to take my problems home with me. When | 
leave the shop, | leave all my working problems behind and can take them up the next day, 
or not, if | so choose.” 

I told him that | was disappointed and tried to talk him back into CEGEP or university, 
but he didn’t want to hear it. “Well, there goes another brain down the tubes,” thought I. 

One day Dale approached me. He acted very peculiarly and | finally said, “Man, what 
is it? What’s going on?” 

“I have to ask you something and | don’t want to and | don’t know how to do it.” 

“You know you can ask me anything you want. What’s up?” 

“Well, there’s a rumour about that you are morally unfit as a teacher.” 

“That’s no rumour, man, that’s a fact,” | joked. 

Dale got serious. “This is no joke. Somebody is trying to nail you for moral 
turpitude.” 

“Get out of here.” 

“No, really. | know it’s bullshit, they said you were screwing around with so-an-so.” 

“First of all, so-and-so is married and | don’t fuck married women. Second, even if 
she weren’t married, she’s too ugly anyway.” This made Dale break up laughing. | couldn’t 
believe this, because the woman in question worked in the library and I only saw her once 
or twice. Not only that but Dale’s wife, Ricky, used to come in the math lab and sit on my 
lap and flirt with me all the time when Dale was there. She would do the same thing when | 
went there to eat so Dale knew that there was no way that any of this could be true. 

Dale said, “OK, well I’ve asked you and | was certain that there was nothing to it, but 
somebody is after you.” He left and of course, I reported this right away to Pete. There was 
one thing Pete knew. | never lied to him. Whatever he asked me, | always told him the truth. 
He said that he would look into it and | never heard anything more about this. 

One day after I had finished teaching a class in calculus, | was approached by one of 
the students who seemed very perturbed about something. He alleged that somebody had 
stolen his textbook. Further, he said, “I had it when | came to class.” 

“It can’t be far,” said I, “you must have misplaced it.” We looked around and as we 
were about this, the other students were leaving. Some of them had already gone. | noticed 
this one guy whose demeanour sort of piqued my attention for some reason. The student 
with the missing book said, “Maybe you picked it up by mistake,” indicating me. 

“Il don’t think so, but you can see for yourself.” The student was becoming extremely 
agitated and was starting to get a little aggressive. He grabbed my copy and satisfied that it 
was not his, he put it down and said, “Well someone’s got it in here.” He spotted the fellow 
that | had seen and ran over to him and asked him directly, “Do you have my book?” 

The other fellow was somewhat taken aback, but replied, “No, | have my own.” | 
didn’t believe him for some reason. He looked a bit sleazy and the first student must have 
observed the same thing. For a moment | thought he was going to grab him but he did not. 

| then said, “Look, take mine if you need it. | can get another.” 

“Thanks, but no thanks. You shouldn’t have to do that. | want to find out who stole 
my book.” 
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“| don’t blame you.” We chatted some more and he went away cursing and 
frustrated. 

Subsequent to this | began to notice that the sleazy looking student, whom | shall 
refer to as Bart, was always pulling something. He was one of these students that never 
handed in the homework on time (if he did it at all), cut class and then wanted special help. 
He never showed up for the final exam and so | averaged out his marks and he flunked the 
course. | handed in my sheets of marks as usual and went home for my vacation. 

| got a call from Pete. Bart had been in his office whining about his failure in the 
course. He needed to pass the math course to move up to the next grade. After Pete had 
laid all this out for me, | asked, “What do you want me to do?” 

“Well, Keith, could you see your way clear to raising his mark to a pass?” 

“No way. | might consider it for anybody else, but not this asshole.” | then related the 
book incident and the other capers that he had pulled in class. 

Pete said, “I thought there was something funny about all this. I’ve heard some other 
things.” 

“| bet.” 

“If you flunk him, he will be around here for another term. On the other hand, if he 
passes, we could see to it that he goes somewhere else to finish his DEC.” 

“If that’s a guaranteed certainty, | might be able to find another 5 or 10 marks that | 
missed the first time around.” 

“Thanks, Keith. | really appreciate it.” 

Bart was history after that semester. The other student never found out who stole his 
book. I believe | finally talked him into taking a copy from me. Most of the students did not 
have enough funds as it was for books, so it was a big deal if they got them stolen. 

The girl that | used to illustrate my vector book related something amusing to me 
about the class that | had taught that she was attending. 

| noticed during the winter term that when | entered the classroom, there was a sort 
of air of expectancy and | would detect a few smirks from some of the students. | couldn’t 
figure it out. | knew my fly wasn’t open. It was very subtle, but detectable. My student 
illustrator finally solved the mystery. She said that they were all watching me to see if | 
always had one pant leg out of my right boot and one in my left boot. | never noticed this, of 
course, but students notice everything and this observation was much more important than 
say, learning more about vector analysis. You never really know what the students are 
thinking most of the time. You just hope that they will absorb some of the stuff you are 
teaching. 

From time to time, | needed a new pair of glasses or | had to get the old ones 
adjusted. I had followed my friend from the Boat club (Bob Bell) from his initial position at 
Barlow and Barlow, to his own place that he opened on Sherbrooke Street in Montreal. As 
the years wore on, we would keep in touch with one another. Sometimes | would telephone 
him at home and we would talk over old times. So, it was a big shock when | entered his 
business premises one day and he informed me that he had multiple sclerosis. | didn’t 
know too much about the disease at the time but found out soon enough from some of my 
doctor acquaintances. 

At first, Bob was handling it pretty well and was able to carry on with his business, 
but eventually he ended up in a hospital outside of Waterloo, Quebec. | only found this out 
when | checked in by phone. | had been so busy with all the shenanigans at Champlain that 
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| did not get much chance to contact anybody. | decided to visit him at the hospital. | did 
and | could have done without that experience. Poor Bob was in the final stages of the 
disease, but he still remembered incidents from 1948. He had difficulty in breathing and 
talking so | didn’t stay too long. Seeing an old friend going through something like this is 
not recommended. | believe he died a few weeks later. 


Once the entire deadwood was cleared in administration, the CEGEP was humming 
along like a top. The only real fly in the ointment was the classification. That was ongoing 
and always aggravating everybody. Also, Fred Turly threw in the towel so they had to hire a 
new director-general. Dale was on the hiring committee and they finally picked some 
educator from England. As soon as he was ensconced, other suit types appeared. The third 
year was turning to be much like the first year. The financial breakdown was curious. About 
70% of the monies given to us by the Quebec Government were doled out to the 
administration. The remaining 30% was given to the teachers. This included salaries. | still 
don’t know what those assholes did to warrant their getting all that money. | never did get a 
good look at the books. And what really got to me were some of the people that were still in 
head office. | required a programmable calculator for a course that | was teaching in the fall. 
I told Pete about this at the beginning of the summer. He had to sanction the request, which 
he did and then sent it on the “purchasing agent.” This asshole never did anything except 
let the order sit on his desk. When | started the course, | still did not have the machine. | 
complained to Pete and after some badgering, the guy in head office had it shipped by 
airfreight! It arrived 3 weeks into the course. | noticed that Pete was not on top of things 
like he used to be. I found out later that the head office had him travelling to the St. Lambert 
campus to clean out the deadwood there. Meanwhile, when the cat’s away... 

In the beginning of my 2" year (1972-1973), | was not looking forward to another year 
at Champlain. This was the period before Ray and Dave had been cashiered along with 
others so | knew there was going to be considerable stress. The summer was pleasant 
enough when | wasn’t being petered by calls from Champlain. But! could still return home 
on the weekends despite pressures on me to buy a house in Lummoxville, which | vowed | 
would never do. 

My wife and | went out for a smoked meat supper on Friday night. On Saturday | 
found myself feeling a bit queasy so | put it down to the smoked meat. Then Sunday | felt 
that | was coming down with a cold and | had some green junk in my vision, which 
sometimes occurred when | had a flu symptoms or a cold. On Monday, | felt punk but 
decided to go to work anyway. | drove up to Champlain, but now | was seeing a lot of green 
out of my right eye. 

| started the class as usual, but after about 10 minutes of teaching, | broke out into a 
tremendous sweat and practically fainted on the spot. | cancelled the class and called Pete, 
advising him that | had to go home. He agreed after hearing my exposition. When | was 
driving, | suddenly noticed that a curtain was descending in my right eye. What the hell was 
wrong? 

| arrived home, much to my wife’s surprise and lay down. My wife talked me into 
seeing a doctor. | hate doctors and find that most of them are full of shit so | declined until 
my wife badgered me into phoning the doctor up. My doctor at that time was a female and 
when she heard my tale of woe, she demanded that | come over to see her immediately, if 
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not sooner. | went over and she examined my eye. She gave me a pill or something and told 
me to go to the hospital right away. | left her and went back home. | went right to bed. 

| was just about falling asleep when the doorbell rang. It was the doctor. She was 
checking up on me to see if | had phoned the hospital. She again advised my wife to see to 
it that | went to the hospital. Then she left. Now, | started to get worried. If she went to all 
that trouble to make a house call and check up on me, it must be something serious. | 
checked into the hospital and to make a long story short, | had a bilateral retinal 
detachment and underwent an operation. The operation was successful but my sight in the 
eye only lasted for a few months. 

Now the fact that | had taken out that insurance at the last minute turned out to be 
serendipitous. | was able to get paid throughout my ordeal. Indeed, | made as much money 
staying at home than | did going to work, even though the amount of the insurance was a 
lot less than my salary. This was because | did not incur the usual expenses staying at 
home and not doing anything. 

| returned to work eventually and adjusted to teaching and driving with one eye, but it 
was very stressful. For one thing | had lost my 3D vision. The culling of the administration 
helped. The following year I’ve already written about and | was about to commence with my 
fourth year. | managed to get in two weeks of teaching and then the retina in the other eye 
also detached and | was facing total blindness. By some miracle, my sight in that eye was 
saved, but my vision became so bad that it was impossible to continue teaching. 

The irony in all of this is that | was about to ask for a sabbatical the following year to 
catch up on my reading. | had garnered a lot of new texts and other second hand books 
that | wanted to read. | intended to take some time off to do just that. To make matters 
worse, | had to take the SSQ to court because they had refused to pay me my disability 
benefits based on my last year of teaching. | appealed to the union for help, but of course 
they were completely useless so | sued the SSQ myself and won my case. | received all my 
back pay with interest. 

The court rendered its judgment based on the law so there was not much chance for 
an appeal. It also set a precedent for 8 other teachers that were also refused their rightful 
salaries. Needless to say, not one of them ever offered to assist me with my legal fees. 

Every dark cloud has its silver lining. | found that | did not miss teaching as | thought 
| would. In fact, | did not miss it at all and if somebody offered me a million dollars now | 
would never go back to teaching. All in all, upon reflection, | found it a thankless profession 
with tremendous stress and constant conflicts with idiots that professed to have interest in 
young people, but didn’t give a damn about them. Their lack of common sense was only 
surpassed by their cockeyed views of education and lack of empathy for anyone. Saddest 
of all is the fact that most administrations consist of teachers that couldn’t make it with the 
kids and whom do you think they will hire? Certainly not anybody that they think might 
threaten them-namely, competent teachers. Recall that Peter, the author of the Peter 
Principle based his book on the educational system. That’s the saddest thing of all that our 
educational system is deteriorating so rapidly. Inscribed in all of the State Teacher’s 
College buildings in the USA are the words of Emerson, “Education is the safeguard of 
democracy.” | wonder what Ralph would say if he could come back now? 
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